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I ntroduction

SCI ENCE FI CTI ON | Soften descri bed, and even defined, as extrapolative. The science fiction witer
is supposed to take a trend or phenonmenon of the here-and-now, purify and intensify it for
dramatic effect, and extend it into the future. "If this goes on, this is what will happen." A
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prediction is made. Method and results nuch resenbl e those of a scientist who feeds | arge doses of
a purified and concentrated food additive to mice, in order to predict what nay happen to people
who eat it in small quantities for a long time. The outcome seens al nbst inevitably to be cancer.
So does the outconme of extrapolation. Strictly extrapol ative works of science fiction generally
arrive about where the Club of Rone arrives: sonewhere between the gradual extinction of hunan
liberty and the total extinction of terrestrial life.

This may explain why nmany people who do not read science fiction describe it as 'escapist,' but
when questioned further, adnmit they do not read it because 'it's so depressing.'

Al nost anything carried to its |ogical extrene becones depressing, if not carcinogenic.
Fortunately, though extrapolation is an element in science fiction, it isn't the nane of the game
by any neans. It is far too rationalist and sinplistic to satisfy the inmaginative mnd, whether
the witer's or the reader's. Variables are the spice of life.

This book is not extrapolative. If you like you can read it, and a | ot of other science fiction
as a thought-experinent. Let's say (says Mary Shelley) that a young doctor creates a hunan bei ng
in his laboratory; let's say (says Philip K. Dick) that the Allies |lost the second world war;
let's say this or that is such and so, and see what happens... In a story so conceived, the noral
conmpl exity proper to the nodern novel need not be sacrificed, nor is there any built-in dead end;
thought and intuition can nove freely within bounds set only by the ternms of the experinment, which
may be very | arge indeed.

The purpose of a thought-experinent, as the termwas used by Schrodi nger and ot her physicists, is
not to predict the future-indeed Schrodi nger's nost fanous thought-experinment goes to show that
the 'future,' on the quantum | evel, cannot be predicted-but to describe reality, the present world.
Science fiction is not predictive; it is descriptive.

Predictions are uttered by prophets (free of charge); by clairvoyants (who usually charge a fee,
and are therefore nore honored in their day than prophets); and by futurol ogists (salaried).
Prediction is the business of prophets, clairvoyants, and futurologists. It is not the business of
novel i sts. A novelist's business is |ying.

The weat her bureau will tell you what next Tuesday will be like, and the Rand Corporation wll
tell you what the twenty-first century will be like. I don't recommend that you turn to the
witers of fiction for such information. It's none of their business. Al they're trying to do is
tell you what they're like, and what you're |like-what's goi ng on-what the weather is now, today,
this moment, the rain, the sunlight, |ook! Open your eyes; listen, listen. That is what the
novel i sts say. But they don't tell you what you will see and hear. Al they can tell you is what

t hey have seen and heard, in their time in this world, a third of it spent in sleep and dream ng
another third of it spent in telling lies.

"The truth against the world!"-Yes. Certainly. Fiction witers, at least in their braver nonents,
do desire the truth: to knowit, speak it, serve it. But they go about it in a peculiar and

devi ous way, which consists in inventing persons, places, and events which never did and never
will exist or occur, and telling about these fictions in detail and at length and with a great
deal of enotion, and then when they are done witing down this pack of lies, they say, There!
That's the truth!

They may use all kinds of facts to support their tissue of lies. They may descri be the Marshal sea
Prison, which was a real place, or the battle of Borodino, which really was fought, or the process
of cloning, which really takes place in |aboratories, or the deterioration of a personality, which
is described in real textbooks of psychol ogy; and so on. This weight of verifiable place-event-
phenonmenon- behavi or makes the reader forget that he is reading a pure invention, a history that
never took place anywhere but in that unlocalisable region, the author's mnd. In fact, while we
read a novel, we are insane-bonkers. W believe in the existence of people who aren't there, we
hear their voices, we watch the battle of Borodino with them we nmay even becone Napol eon. Sanity
returns (in nost cases) when the book is closed.

Is it any wonder that no truly respectable society has ever trusted its artists?

But our society, being troubled and bewi | dered, seeking gui dance, sonetinmes puts an entirely

m staken trust in its artists, using themas prophets and futurol ogists.

I do not say that artists cannot be seers, inspired: that theawen cannot cone upon them and the
god speak through them Wo would be an artist if they did not believe that that happens? if they
did notknow it happens, because, they have felt the god within themuse their tongue, their hands?
Maybe only once, once in their lives. But once is enough

Nor would | say that the artist alone is so burdened and so privileged. The scientist is another
who prepares, who makes ready, working day and night, sleeping and awake, for inspiration. As

Pyt hagoras knew, the god may speak in the fornms of geonetry as well as in the shapes of dreanms; in
the harmony of pure thought as well as in the harnony of sounds; in nunbers as well as in words.

file:/l/G|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/Urs...n%20-%20The%20Left%20Hand%200f%20Darkness.txt (2 of 96) [11/1/2004 12:06:20 AM]



file:///G)/Program%20Files/eMul e/l ncomi ng/Ursul a%20K .%20L eGuin%20-%20T he%20L eft%20Hand%200f%20Darkness.txt

But it is words that make the trouble and confusion. W are asked now to consider words as usefu
in only one way: as signs. Qur philosophers, sone of them would have us agree that a word
(sentence, statenent) has value only in so far as it has one single neaning, points to one fact
whi ch is conprehensible to the rational intellect, logically sound, and-ideally-quantifiable.
Apol l o, the god of light, of reason, of proportion, harnmony, nunber-Apollo blinds those who press
too close in worship. Don't |ook straight at the sun. Go into a dark bar for a bit and have a beer
wi th Dionysi os, every now and then

| talk about the gods, | aman atheist. But | aman artist too, and therefore a liar. Distrust
everything | say. | amtelling the truth. The only truth | can understand or express is, logically
defined, a lie. Psychologically defined, a synbol. Aesthetically defined, a netaphor.

Ch, it's lovely to be invited to participate in Futurol ogical Congresses where Systens Science

di splays its grand apocal yptic graphs, to be asked to tell the newspapers what America will be

like in 2001, and all that, but it's a terrible mstake. I wite science fiction, and science
fiction isn't about the future. | don't know any nore about the future than you do, and very
likely |ess.

Thi s book is not about the future. Yes, it begins by annnouncing that it's set in the 'Ekunenical
Year 1490-97,' but surely you don'tbelieve that?

Yes, indeed the people in it are androgynous, but that doesn't nean that |I'mpredicting that in a
mllenniumor so we will all be androgynous, or announcing that | think we dammed wel|l ought to be

androgynous. |'mnerely observing, in the peculiar, devious, and thought-experinmental nmanner
proper to science fiction, that if you look at us at certain odd times of day in certain weathers,
we already are. | amnot predicting, or prescribing. | amdescribing. | amdescribing certain

aspects of psychological reality in the novelist's way, which is by inventing el aborately
circunmstantial |ies.

In reading a novel, any novel, we have to know perfectly well that the whole thing is nonsense,
and then, while reading, believe every word of it. Finally, when we're done with it, we may find-
if it's a good novel-that we're a bit different fromwhat we were before we read it, that we have
been changed a little, as if by having nmet a new face, crossed a street we never crossed before.
But it's very hard tosay just what we | earned, how we were changed.

The artist deals with what cannot be said in words.

The artist whose nediumis fiction does thisin words . The novelist says in words what cannot be
said in words

Wirds can be used thus paradoxically because they have, along with a semiotic usage, a synbolic or
nmet aphori ¢ usage. (They al so have a sound-a fact the linguistic positivists take no interest in. A
sentence or paragraph is like a chord or harnonic sequence in nusic: its neaning nmay be nore
clearly understood by the attentive ear, even though it is read in silence, than by the attentive
intellect).

Al fiction is nmetaphor. Science fiction is netaphor. Wat sets it apart from ol der forns of
fiction seens to be its use of new netaphors, drawn fromcertain great dom nants of our
contenporary life-science, all the sciences, and technology, and the relativistic and the

hi storical outl ook, anbng them Space travel is one of these metaphors; so is an alternative
society, an alternative biology; the future is another. The future, in fiction, is a metaphor

A net aphor for what?

If I could have said it non-netaphorically, |I would not have witten all these words, this novel;
and Genly Ai woul d never have sat down at ny desk and used up ny ink and typewiter ribbon in
inform ng me, and you, rather solemmly, that the truth is a matter of the inmagination

-Usula K Le @iin

1. A Parade in Erhenrang

Fromthe Archives of Hain. Transcript of Ansible Docunment 01-01101-934-2-Cethen: To the Stabile on
A lul: Report fromGenly Ai, First Mdbile on Gethen/Wnter, Hainish Cycle 93, Ekunenical Year 1490-
97.

I'"LL MAKE MY REPORTas if | told a story, for | was taught as a child on ny honeworld that Truth is
a matter of the imagination. The soundest fact may fail or prevail in the style of its telling:

i ke that singular organic jewel of our seas, which grows brighter as one woman wears it and, worn
by another, dulls and goes to dust. Facts are no nore solid, coherent, round, and real than pearls
are. But both are sensitive.

The story is not all nmine, nor told by me alone. Indeed | amnot sure whose story it is; you can
judge better. But it is all one, and if at nonments the facts seemto alter with an altered voice,
why then you can choose the fact you |like best; yet none of themare false, and it is all one
story.

It starts on the 44th diurnal of the Year 1491, which on the planet Wnter in the nation Karhide
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was Odhar-hahad Tuwa or the twenty-second day of the third nmonth of spring in the Year One. It is
al ways the Year One here. Only the dating of every past and future year changes each New Year's
Day, as one counts backwards or forwards fromthe unitary Now So it was spring of the Year One in
Er henrang, capital city of Karhide, and I was in peril of ny life, and did not knowit.

I was in a parade. | wal ked just behind the gossiwors and just before the king. It was raining.
Rai ncl ouds over dark towers, rain falling in deep streets, a dark stormbeaten city of stone,

t hrough whi ch one vein of gold winds slowy. First cone nerchants, potentates, and artisans of the
City Erhenrang, rank after rank, magnificently clothed, advancing through the rain as confortably
as fish through the sea. Their faces are keen and calm They do not nmarch in step. This is a
parade with no soldiers, not even initation soldiers.

Next come the lords and mayors and representatives, one person, or five, or forty-five, or four
hundred, from each Domai n and Co-Domai n of Karhide, a vast ornate procession that noves to the
nmusi ¢ of nmetal horns and hol | ow bl ocks of bone and wood and the dry, pure lilting of electric
flutes. The various banners of the great Dommins tangle in a rain-beaten confusion of color with
the yell ow pennants that bedeck the way, and the various nusics of each group clash and interweave
in many rhythnms echoing in the deep stone street.

Next, a troop of jugglers with polished spheres of gold which they hurl up high in flashing
flights, and catch, and hurl again, naking fountain-jets of bright jugglery. Al at once, as if
they had literally caught the light, the gold spheres blaze bright as glass: the sun is breaking

t hr ough.

Next, forty men in yellow, playing gossiwors. The gossiwor, played only in the king' s presence,
produces a preposterous disconsolate bellow. Forty of them played together shake one's reason
shake the towers of Erhenrang, shake down a |l ast spatter of rain fromthe windy clouds. If this is
the Royal Misic no wonder the kings of Karhide are all nad.

Next, the royal party, guards and functionaries and dignitaries of the city and the court,

deputi es, senators, chancellors, anbassadors, lords of the Kingdom none of them keeping step or
rank yet walking with great dignity; and anong themis King Argaven XV, in white tunic and shirt
and breeches, with | eggings of saffron | eather and a peaked yellow cap. A gold finger-ring is his
only adornnent and sign of office. Behind this group eight sturdy fellows bear the royal litter
rough with yell ow sapphires, in which no king has ridden for centuries, a cerenponial relic of the
Very-Long-Ago. By the litter wal k eight guards arnmed with "foray guns,"” also relics of a nore
barbari c past but not enpty ones, being |oaded with pellets of soft iron. Death wal ks behind the
ki ng. Behind death cone the students of the Artisan Schools, the Colleges, the Trades, and the
King's Hearths, long lines of children and young people in white and red and gold and green; and
finally a nunber of soft-running, slow, dark cars end the parade.

The royal party, nyself anong them gather on a platformof new tinbers beside the unfinished Arch
of the River Gate. The occasion of the parade is the conpletion of that arch, which conpletes the
new Road and River Port of Erhenrang, a great operation of dredging and buil ding and roadmaki ng
whi ch has taken five years, and will distinguish Argaven XV's reign in the annals of Karhide. W
are all squeezed rather tight on the platformin our danp and massive finery. The rain is gone,
the sun shines on us, the splendid, radiant, traitorous sun of Wnter. | remark to the person on
my left, "It's hot. It's really hot."

The person on ny left-a stocky dark Karhider with sleek and heavy hair, wearing a heavy overtunic
of green | eather worked with gold, and a heavy white shirt, and heavy breeches, and a neck-chain
of heavy silver links a hand broad-this person, sweating heavily, replies, "So it is."

Al'l about us as we stand janmmed on our platformlie the faces of the people of the city, upturned
Iike a shoal of brown, round pebbles, nmica-glittering with thousands of watching eyes.

Now t he ki ng ascends a gangpl ank of raw tinbers that |eads fromthe platformup to the top of the
arch whose unjoined piers tower over crowd and wharves and river. As he nounts the crowd stirs and
speaks in a vast murnmur: "Argaven!" He nmakes no response. They expect none. Gossiwors blow a

t hunder ous di scordant bl ast, cease. Silence. The sun shines on city, river, crowd, and king.
Masons bel ow have set an electric winch going, and as the king nounts hi gher the keystone of the
arch goes up past himin its sling, is raised, settled, and fitted al nost soundl essly, great ton-
wei ght bl ock though it is, into the gap between the two piers, making themone, one thing, an
arch. A mason with trowel and bucket awaits the king, up on the scaffolding; all the other worknen
descend by rope | adders, like a swarmof fleas. The king and the nason kneel, high between the
river and the sun, on their bit of planking. Taking the trowel the king begins to nortar the |ong
joints of the keystone. He does not dab at it and give the trowel back to the mason, but sets to
wor k net hodi cally. The cement he uses is a pinkish color different fromthe rest of the
nmortarwork, and after five or ten mnutes of watching the king-bee work I ask the person on ny
left, "Are your keystones always set in a red cenent?" For the sane color is plain around the
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keystone of each arch of the A d Bridge, that soars beautifully over the river upstreamfromthe
ar ch.

W ping sweat fromhis dark forehead theman-man | nust say, having sai dhe andhis- the man answers,
"Very-1long-ago a keystone was always set in with a nortar of ground bones m xed with blood. Human
bones, human bl ood. Wthout the bl oodbond the arch would fall, you see. We use the bl ood of

ani nal s, these days."

So he often speaks, frank yet cautious, ironic, as if always aware that | see and judge as an
alien: a singular awareness in one of so isolate a race and so high a rank. He is one of the npst
powerful men in the country; | amnot sure of the proper historical equivalent of his position
vizier or prime mnister or councillor; the Karhidish word for it neans the King's Ear. He is lord
of a Domain and |ord of the Kingdom a nmover of great events. His nane is TheremHarth remir
Estraven.

The king seens to be finished with his masonry work, and | rejoice; but crossing under the rise of
the arch on his spiderweb of planks he starts in on the other side of the keystone, which after

all has two sides. It doesn't do to be inpatient in Karhide. They are anything but a phlegmatic
peopl e, yet they are obdurate, they are pertinacious, they finish plastering joints. The crowds on
the Sess Embanknment are content to watch the king work, but | am bored, and hot. | have never
before been hot, on Wnter; | never will be again; yet |I fail to appreciate the event. | am
dressed for the Ice Age and not for the sunshine, in layers and | ayers of clothing, woven plant-
fiber, artificial fiber, fur, leather, a massive arnor against the cold, within which | now w |t
like a radish leaf. For distraction | ook at the crowds and the other paraders drawn up around
the platform their Domain and C an banners hanging still and bright in sunlight, and idly | ask
Estraven what this banner is and that one and the other. He knows each one | ask about, though
there are hundreds, sone fromrenote donmai ns, hearths and tribelets of the Pering Stormborder and
Ker m Land.

"I'"'mfrom Kerm Land nyself," he says when | admre his know edge. "Anyhow it's my busi ness to know
the Domains. They are Karhide. To govern this land is to govern its lords. Not that it's ever been
done. Do.you know the saying, Karhide is not a nation but a fanmily quarrel? " | haven't, and
suspect that Estraven made it up; it has his stanp.

At this point another nenber of thekyorreny , the upper chanber or parliament which Estraven
heads, pushes and squeezes a way up close to himand begins talking to him This is the king's
cousin Pemer Harge remir Tibe. Hs voice is very |ow as he speaks to Estraven, his posture
faintly insolent, his smle frequent. Estraven, sweating like ice in the sun, stays slick and cold
as ice, answering Tibe's murrmurs aloud in a tone whose conmonpl ace politeness nmakes the other | ook
rather a fool. | listen, as | watch the king grouting away, but understand not hi ng except the

ani nosity between Tibe and Estraven. It's nothing to do with nme, in any case, and I amsinply
interested in the behavior of these people who rule a nation, in the ol d-fashioned sense, who
govern the fortunes of twenty mllion other people. Power has becone so subtle and conplex a thing
in the ways taken by the Ekunmen that only a subtle mind can watch it work; here it is stil

limted, still visible. In Estraven, for instance, one feels the man's power as an augmentation of
his character; he cannot nake an enpty gesture or say a word that is not listened to. He knows it,
and the know edge gives himnore reality than nost people own: a solidness of being, a
substantiality, a human grandeur. Nothing succeeds |ike success. | don't trust Estraven, whose
notives are forever obscure; | don't like him yet | feel and respond to his authority as surely
as | do to the warnth of the sun

Even as | think this the world's sun dins between clouds regathering, and soon a flaw of rain runs
sparse and hard upriver, spattering the crowds on the Enbankment, darkening the sky. As the king
comes down the gangpl ank the |ight breaks through a last tine, and his white figure and the great
arch stand out a nonent vivid and spl endid agai nst the storm darkened south. The clouds close. A
cold wind cones tearing up Port-and-Pal ace Street, the river goes gray, the trees on the
Enbankment shudder. The parade is over. Half an hour later it is snow ng.

As the king's car drove off up Port-and-Pal ace Street and the crowds began to nove |ike a rocky
shingle rolled by a slow tide, Estraven turned to me again and said, "WII| you have supper with me
tonight, M. A ?" | accepted, with nore surprise than pleasure. Estraven had done a great deal for
me in the last six or eight nonths, but | did not expect or desire such a show of personal favor
as an invitation to his house. Harge remir Tibe was still close to us, overhearing, and | felt
that he was neant to overhear. Annoyed by this sense of effenminate intrigue | got off the platform
and | ost nyself in the nob, crouching and sl ouching sonewhat to do so. |'mnot much taller than
the Gethenian norm but the difference is nbst noticeable in a crowd. That's him |ook, there's the
Envoy. O course that was part of my job, but it was a part that got harder not easier as tinme
went on; nmore and nore often | |onged for anonymity, for sameness. | craved to be |ike everybody
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el se.

A coupl e of blocks up Breweries Street | turned off towards ny |odgi ngs and suddenly, there where
the crowd thinned out, found Ti be wal ki ng besi de ne.

"A flawl ess event," said the king's cousin, smling at ne. Hs long, clean, yellow teeth appeared
and di sappeared in a yellow face all webbed, though he was not an old nman, with fine, soft

wri nkl es.

"A good augury for the success of the new Port," | said.

"Yes indeed." Mbre teeth.

"The cerenony of the keystone is nobst inpressive-"

"Yes i ndeed. That cerenony descends to us fromvery-long-ago. But no doubt Lord Estraven expl ai ned
all that to you."

"Lord Estraven is nost obliging." | was trying to speak insipidly, yet everything | said to Tibe
seened to take on a doubl e neani ng.

"Ch very nuch indeed," said Tibe. "lIndeed Lord Estraven is famous for his kindness to foreigners."”
He sniled again, and every tooth seened to have a neaning, double, multiple, thirty-two different
meani ngs.

"Few foreigners are so foreign as |, Lord Tibe. I amvery grateful for kindnesses."

"Yes indeed, yes indeed! And gratitude's a noble, rare enotion, nmuch praised by the poets. Rare
above all here in Erhenrang, no doubt because it's inpracticable. This is a hard age we live in
an ungrateful age. Things aren't as they were in our grandparents' days, are they?"

"l scarcely know, sir, but I've heard the sanme | anment on other worlds."

Ti be stared at nme for sone while as if establishing |unacy. Then he brought out the |long yell ow
teeth.

"Ah yes! Yes indeed! | keep forgetting that you cone from another planet. But of course that's not
a matter you ever forget. Though no doubt |ife would be nuch sounder and sinpler and safer for you
here in Erhenrang if you could forget it, eh? Yes indeed! Here's ny car, | had it wait here out of
the way. 1'd like to offer to drive you to your island, but nust forego the privilege, as |I'm due

at the King's House very shortly and poor relations nmust be in good tinme, as the saying is, eh?
Yes indeed!" said the king's cousin, clinbing into his little black electric car, teeth bared
across his shoulder at nme, eyes veiled by a net of winkles.

| wal ked on hone to ny island. Its front garden was reveal ed now that the last of the winter's
snow had nelted and the winter-doors, ten feet aboveground, were sealed off for a few nonths, till
the autum and the deep snow should return. Around at the side of the building in the nud and the
ice and the quick, soft, rank spring growmh of the garden, a young couple stood tal king. Their
right hands were cl asped. They were in the first phase of kemrer. The large, soft snow danced
about them as they stood barefoot in the icy nud, hands cl asped, eyes all for each other. Spring
on Wnter.

| had dinner at ny island and at Fourth Hour striking on the gongs of Remrmy Tower | was at the

Pal ace.

*Kar hosh, island,the usual word for the apartnment-boardi nghouse buil di ngs that house the greatest
part of the urban popul ati ons of Karhide. |Islands contain 20 to 200 private roons; neals are
comunal ; some are run as hotels, others as cooperative comunes, others conbine these types. They
are certainly an urban adaptati on of the fundamental Karhidish institution of the Hearth, though

| acki ng, of course, the topical and geneal ogical stability of the Hearth ready for supper
Kar hi ders eat four solid neals a day, breakfast, lunch, dinner, supper, along with a |ot of
adventitious ni bbling and gobbling in between. There are no large nmeat-animals on Wnter, and no
manmal i an products, mlk, butter or cheese; the only high-protein, high-carbohydrate foods are the
various kinds of eggs, fish, nuts, and the Hainish grains. Alowgrade diet for a bitter climate,

and one nmust refuel often. | had got used to eating, as it seened, every few minutes. It wasn't
until later in that year that | discovered the Getheni ans have perfected the technique not only of
perpetual ly stuffing, but also of indefinitely starving.

The snow still fell, a mld spring blizzard, much pleasanter than the relentless rain of the Thaw
just past. | nade ny way to and through the Palace in the quiet and pal e darkness of snowf all

| osing ny way only once. The Pal ace of Erhenrang is an inner city, a walled wilderness of palaces,
towers, gardens, courtyards, cloisters, roofed bridgeways, roofless tunnel-wal ks, snall forests
and dungeon- keeps, the product of centuries of paranoia on a grand scale. Over it all rise the
grim red, elaborate walls of the Royal House, which though in perpetual use is inhabited by no
one beside the king hinmself. Everyone else, servants, staff, lords, mnisters, parlianentarians,
guards or whatever, sleeps in another palace or fort or keep or barracks or house inside the
wal | s. Estraven's house, sign of the king's high favor, was the Corner Red Dwelling, built 440
years ago for Harnes, beloved kemmering of Enmran |I1l, whose beauty is still celebrated, and who
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was abducted, nutilated, and rendered inmbecile by hirelings of the Inner-land Faction. Enran Il
died forty years after, still weaking vengeance on his unhappy country: Enran the Illfated. The
tragedy is so old that its horror has | eached away and only a certain air of faithlessness and

mel ancholy clings to the stones and shadows of the house. The garden was snall and walled; serem
trees | eaned over a rocky pool. In dimshafts of light fromthe wi ndows of the house | saw
snowf | akes and the threadlike white sporecases of the trees falling softly together onto the dark
wat er. Estraven stood waiting for me, bareheaded and coatless in the cold, watching that smal
secret ceasel ess descent of snow and seeds in the night. He greeted ne quietly and brought me into
the house. There were no other guests.

I wondered at this, but we went to table at once, and one does not tal k business while eating;

besi des, nmy wonder was diverted to the neal, which was superb, even the eternal breadapples
transnuted by a cook whose art | heartily praised. After supper, by the fire, we drank hot beer

On a world where a common table inplenent is a little device with which you crack the ice that has
fornmed on your drink between drafts, hot beer is a thing you come to appreciate.

Estraven had conversed aniably at table; now, sitting across the hearth fromnme, he was quiet.
Though | had been nearly two years on Wnter | was still far frombeing able to see the peopl e of
the planet through their own eyes. | tried to, but ny efforts took the formof self-consciously
seeing a CGethenian first as a man, then as a worman, forcing himinto those categories so
irrelevant to his nature and so essential to my own. Thus as | sipped ny snoking sour beer

thought that at table Estraven's perfornmance had been wonanly, all charm and tact and | ack of
substance, specious and adroit. Was it in fact perhaps this soft supple femninity that | disliked
and distrusted in hinP For it was inpossible to think of himas a worman, that dark, ironic,
powerful presence near ne in the firelit darkness, and yet whenever | thought of himas a man

felt a sense of fal seness, of inposture: in him or in my own attitude towards hin®? H s voice was
soft and rather resonant but not deep, scarcely a man's voice, but scarcely a woman's voice
either...but what was it saying?

"I"'msorry," he was saying, "that |'ve had to forestall for so long this pleasure of having you in
my house; and to that extent at least I'mglad there is no | onger any question of patronage

bet ween us."

| puzzled at this a while. He had certainly been nmy patron in court until now. Did he nean that

t he audi ence he had arranged for me with the king tonorrow had raised me to an equality with

hinself? "I don't think I follow you," | said.
At that, he was silent, evidently also puzzled. "Well, you understand,” he said at |ast, "being
here... you understand that I amno | onger acting on your behalf with the king, of course.™

He spoke as if ashaned of ne, not of hinself. Clearly there was a significance in his invitation
and ny acceptance of it which | had missed. But ny blunder was in manners, his in norals. Al |
thought at first was that | had been right all along not to trust Estraven. He was not nerely
adroit and not nerely powerful, he was faithless. Al these nmonths in Erhenrang it had been he who
listened to me, who answered ny questions, sent physicians and engineers to verify the alienness
of ny physique and ny ship, introduced ne to people | needed to know, and gradually el evated ne
fromnmy first year's status as a highly imgi native nonster to ny present recognition as the

myst eri ous Envoy, about to be received by the king. Now, having got ne up on that dangerous

em nence, he suddenly and coolly announced he was withdraw ng his support.

"You've led ne to rely on you-"

"I't was ill done.™

"Do you nmean that, having arranged this audience, you haven't spoken in favor of ny mssion to the
king, as you-" | had the sense to stop short of "prom sed."

"I can"t."

| was very angry, but | met neither anger nor apology in him

"WIIl you tell ne why?"

After a while he said, "Yes," and then paused again. During the pause | began to think that an

i nept and undefended alien should not demand reasons fromthe prine mnister of a kingdom above
all when he does not and perhaps never will understand the foundati ons of power and the workings
of governnent in that kingdom No doubt this was all a matter ofshifgrethor- prestige, face,

pl ace, the pride-relationship, the untranslatable and all-inportant principle of social authority
in Karhide and all civilizations of Gethen. And if it was | would not understand it.

"Did you hear what the king said to me at the cerenony today?"

"No. "

Estraven | eaned forward across the hearth, lifted the beer-jug out of the hot ashes, and refilled
my tankard. He said nothing nore, so | anplified, "The king didn't speak to you in ny hearing."
"Nor in mine," said he.
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| saw at last that | was missing another signal. Daming his effeninate deviousness, | said, "Are
you trying to tell me, Lord Estraven, that you're out of favor with the king?"
I think he was angry then, but he said nothing that showed it, only, "I'mnot trying to tell you

anything, M. A."
"By God, | w sh you would!"

He | ooked at nme curiously. "Well, then, put it this way. There are sone persons in court who are,
in your phrase, in favor with the king, but who do not favor your presence or your nission here."
And so you're hurrying to join them selling ne out to save your skin, | thought, but there was no

point in saying it. Estraven was a courtier, a politician, and | a fool to have trusted him Even
in a bisexual society the politician is very often sonething |l ess than an integral man. Hi s
inviting me to dinner showed that he thought | would accept his betrayal as easily as he committed
it. Clearly face-saving was nore inportant than honesty. So | brought nyself to say, "I'msorry
that your kindness to ne has made trouble for you." Coals of fire. | enjoyed a flitting sense of
nmoral superiority, but not for long; he was too incal cul abl e.

He sat back so that the firelight lay ruddy on his knees and his fine, strong, small hands and on
the silver tankard he held, but left his face in shadow. a dark face al ways shadowed by the thick
| owgrowi ng hair, and heavy brows and | ashes, and by a sonber bl andness of expression. Can one read
a cat's face, a seal's, an otter's? Sonme Gethenians, | thought, are |ike such animals, with deep
bright eyes that do not change expression when you speak

"I've made trouble for nyself,"” he answered, "by an act that had nothing to do with you, M. A.
You know that Karhide and Orgoreyn have a dispute concerning a stretch of our border in the high
North Fall near Sassinoth. Argaven's grandfather clainmed the Sinoth Valley for Karhide, and the
Commensal s have never recogni zed the claim A |lot of snow out of one cloud, and it grows thicker.

| ' ve been hel pi ng sonme Karhidish farmers who live in the Valley to nove back east across the old
border, thinking the argunment night settle itself if the Valley were sinply left to the O gota,
who have lived there for several thousand years. | was in the Adm nistration of the North Fal

sonme years ago, and got to know sone of those farmers. | dislike the thought of their being killed
in forays, or sent to Voluntary Farns in Orgoreyn. Wiy not obviate the subject of dispute?...But
that's not a patriotic idea. In fact it's a cowardly one, and inmpugns the shifgrethor of the king
hi nsel f."

Hs ironies, and these ins and outs of a border-dispute with Orgoreyn, were of no interest to ne.

| returned to the matter that |ay between us. Trust himor not, | mght still get some use out of
him "lI'msorry," | said, "but it seems a pity that this question of a few farmers may be al |l owed
to spoil the chances of ny mission with the king. There's nore at stake than a few mles of

nati onal boundary."

"Yes. Much nore. But perhaps the Ekumen, which is a hundred |ight-years from border to border

will be patient with us a while."

"The Stabiles of the Ekunen are very patient nen, sir. They'll wait a hundred years or five
hundred for Karhide and the rest of Gethen to deliberate and consi der whether or not to join the
rest of mankind. | speak nerely out of personal hope. And personal disappointnent. | own that I

t hought that with your support-"

"I too. Well, the Qaciers didn't freeze overnight..." diché cane ready to his lips, but his mnd
was el sewhere. He brooded. | imagined himnoving ne around with the other pawns in his power-gane.
"You cane to nmy country,"” he said at last, "at a strange tine. Things are changing; we are taking

a new turning. No, not so nuch that, as following too far on the way we've been going. | thought
that your presence, your mssion, mght prevent our going wong, give us a new option entirely.

"But at the right nonent-in the right place. It is all exceedingly chancy, M. A ."

Inpatient with his generalities, | said, "You inply that this isn't the right nmonent. Wuld you
advi se ne to cancel ny audi ence?"

My gaffe was even worse in Karhidish, but Estraven did not smle, or wince. "I'mafraid only the
king has that privilege," he said mldly.

"Ch God, yes. | didn't nean that." | put ny head in ny hands a nonent. Brought up in the w de-
open, free-wheeling society of Earth, | would never nmaster the protocol, or the inpassivity, so
val ued by Karhiders. | knew what a king was, Earth's own history is full of them but | had no
experiential feel for privilege-no tact. | picked up ny tankard and drank a hot and violent draft.
"Well, 1'lIl say less to the king than | intended to say, when | could count on you."

" CGood. "

"Why good?" | demanded.

"Well, M. A, you're not insane. I'mnot insane. But then neither of us is a king, you see... |

suppose that you intended to tell Argaven, rationally, that your nission here is to attenpt to
bring about an alliance between Gethen and the Ekumen. And, rationally, he knows that already;
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because, as you know, | told him | urged your case with him tried to interest himin you. It was
ill done, ill tined. |I forgot, being too interested nyself, that he's a king, and does not see
things rationally, but as a king. All I've told himneans to himsinply that his power is
threatened, his kingdomis a dustnote in space, his kingship is a joke to nen who rule a hundred
wor | ds. "

"But the Ekunen doesn't rule, it co-ordinates. Its power is precisely the power of its nenber
states and worlds. In alliance with the Ekunen, Karhide will becone infinitely I ess threatened and
nmore inmportant than it's ever been.”

Estraven did not answer for a while. He sat gazing at the fire, whose flames w nked, reflected,
fromhis tankard and fromthe broad bright silver chain of office over his shoulders. The old
house was silent around us. There had been a servant to attend our neal, but Karhiders, having no
institutions of slavery or personal bondage, hire services not people, and the servants had al
gone off to their own hones by now Such a man as Estraven nust have guards about hi m sonewhere,
for assassination is a lively institution in Karhide, but |I had seen no guard, heard none. W were
al one.

I was alone, with a stranger, inside the walls of a dark palace, in a strange snow changed city,
in the heart of the Ice Age of an alien world.

Everything | had said, tonight and ever since | came to Wnter, suddenly appeared to nme as both
stupid and incredi ble. How could | expect this man or any other to believe ny tales about other
wor | ds, other races, a vague benevol ent governnment sonewhere off in outer space? It was al
nonsense. | had appeared in Karhide in a queer kind of ship, and |I differed physically from

Get heni ans in sonme respects; that wanted expl ai ning. But ny own expl anati ons were preposterous.
did not, in that nmonent, believe themnyself... "lbelieve you," said the stranger, the alien alone
with me, and so strong had ny access of self-alienation been that | | ooked up at hi m bewi | dered.
"I"'mafraid that Argaven al so believes you. But he does not trust you. In part because he no

I onger trusts me. | have made nistakes, been careless. | cannot ask for your trust any |onger
either, having put you in jeopardy. | forgot what a king is, forgot that the king in his own
eyesi s Karhide, forgot what patriotismis and that he is, of necessity, the perfect patriot. Let
me ask you this, M. Ai: do you know, by your own experience, what patriotismis?"

"No," | said, shaken by the force of that intense personality suddenly turning itself wholly upon
me. "I don't think | do. If by patriotismyou don't nean the |ove of one's honeland, for that | do
know. "

"No, | don't mean |ove, when | say patriotism | mean fear. The fear of the other. And its

expressions are political, not poetical: hate, rivalry, aggression. It grows in us, that fear. It
grows in us year by year. W've followed our road too far. And you, who cone froma world that
out grew nations centuries ago, who hardly know what |'mtal ki ng about, who show us the new road-"

He broke off. After a while he went on, in control again, cool and polite: "It's because of fear
that | refuse to urge your cause with the king, now But not fear for nyself, M. A . |I'mnot
acting patriotically. There are, after all, other nations on Gethen."

I had no idea what he was driving at, but was sure that he did not nmean what he seened to nean. O
all the dark, obstructive, enigmatic souls | had nmet in this bleak city, his was the darkest. |
woul d not play his labyrinthine gane. | nmade no reply. After a while he went on, rather
cautiously, "If 1've understood you, your Ekunen is devoted essentially to the general interest of
manki nd. Now, for instance, the Orgota have experience in subordinating |local interests to a
general interest, while Karhide has al nbost none. And the Commensal s of Orgoreyn are nostly sane
men, if unintelligent, while the king of Karhide is not only insane but rather stupid.”

It was clear that Estraven had no loyalties at all. | said in faint disgust, "It nust be difficult
to serve him if that's the case."

"I'"'mnot sure |'ve ever served the king," said the king's prinme mnister. "Or ever intended to.
I''mnot anyone's servant. A man mnmust cast his own shadow. .."

The gongs in Remrmy Tower were striking Sixth Hour, midnight, and | took themas nmy excuse to go.
As | was putting on ny coat in the hallway he said, "I've |lost nmy chance forthe present, for |
suppose you' |l be | eaving Ehrenrang-" why did he suppose so?- "but | trust a day will cone when |
can ask you questions again. There's so nuch | want to know. About your m nd-speech, in
particular; you'd scarcely begun to try to explainit to ne."

His curiosity seened perfectly genuine. He had the effrontery of the powerful. H's promises to
hel p me had seenmed genuine, too. | said yes, of course, whenever he |liked, and that was the
evening's end. He showed ne out through the garden, where snow lay thin in the Iight of Gethen's
big, dull, rufous noon. | shivered as we went out, for it was well bel ow freezing, and he said
with polite surprise, "You' re cold?" To himof course it was a mild spring night.

| was tired and downcast. | said, "lI've been cold ever since | cane to this world."
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"What do you call it, this world, in your |anguage?"

"Cet hen."

"You gave it no name of your own?"

"Yes, the First Investigators did. They called it Wnter."

We had stopped in the gateway of the walled garden. Qutside, the Pal ace grounds and roofs | ooned
in a dark snowy junble lit here and there at various heights by the faint gold slits of w ndows.

St andi ng under the narrow arch | glanced up, wondering if that keystone too was nortared with bone
and bl ood. Estraven took |eave of ne and turned away; he was never fulsome in his greetings and
farewells. | went off through the silent courts and alleys of the Palace, ny boots crunching on
the thin noonlit snow, and homeward through the deep streets of the city. | was cold, unconfident,
obsessed by perfidy, and solitude, and fear

2. The Place Inside the Blizzard

From a sound-tape collection of North Karhidish "hearth-tales" in the archives of the College of

Hi storians in Erhenrang, narrator unknown, recorded during the reign of Argaven VIII

ABOUT TWO HUNDREDyears ago in the Hearth of Shath in the Pering Storm border there were two

brot hers who vowed kemrering to each other. In those days, as now, full brothers were pernitted to
keep kemer until one of them should bear a child, but after that they nust separate; so it was
never permtted themto vow kenmering for life. Yet this they had done. Wen a child was conceived
the Lord of Shath commanded themto break their vow and never neet in kemmer again. On hearing
this command one of the two, the one who bore the child, despaired and would hear no confort or
counsel , and procuring poison, comitted suicide.

Then the people of the Hearth rose up agai nst the other brother and drove himout of Hearth and
Domai n, |aying the shane of the suicide upon him And since his own lord had exiled himand his
story went before him none would take himin, but after the three days' guesting all sent him
fromtheir doors as an outlaw. So from place to place he went until he saw that there was no

ki ndness left for himin his own |l and, and his crinme would not be forgiven.*

(*H s transgression of the code controlling incest becane a crine when seen as the cause of his
brother's suicide. (GA))

He had not believed this would be so, being a young man and unhardened. When he saw that it was so
i ndeed, he returned over the land to Shath and as an exile stood in the doorway of the Quter

Hearth. This he said to his hearth-fellows there: "I amw thout a face anong nmen. | am not seen.
speak and am not heard. | come and am not wel comed. There is no place by the fire for me, nor food
on the table for me, nor a bed made for ne to lie in. Yet | still have ny nane: Getheren is ny
name. That nane | lay on this Hearth as a curse, and with it ny shane. Keep that for ne. Now
naneless | will go seek ny death." Then sone of the hearthmen junped up with, shouts and tumult,
intending to kill him for nurder is a |lighter shadow on a house than suicide. He escaped them and

ran northward over the land towards the Ice, outrunning all who pursued him They canme back al
chapfallen to Shath. But Getheren went on, and after two days' journey came to the Pering lce.**
(**The Pering lce is the glacial sheet that covers the northernnost portion of Karhide, and is (in
wi nter when the Guthen Bay is frozen) contiguous with the Gobrin Ice of Orgoreyn.)

For two days he wal ked northward on the Ice. He had no food with him nor shelter but his coat. On
the Ice nothing grows and no beasts run. It was the nmonth of Susny and the first great snows were
falling those days and nights. He went alone through the storm On the second day he knew he was
growi ng weaker. On the second night he rmust lie down and sleep a while. On the third norning
waki ng he saw that his hands were frostbitten, and found that his feet were too, though he could
not unfasten his boots to | ook at them having no use left of his hands. He began to craw forward
on knees and el bows. He had no reason to do so, as it did not natter whether he died in one place
on the Ice or another, but he felt that he should go nort hward.

After a long while the snow ceased to fall around him and the wind to bl ow The sun shone out. He
could not see far ahead as he crawl ed, for the fur of his hood came forward over his eyes. No

| onger feeling any cold in his legs and arnms nor on his face, he thought that the frost had

benunbed him Yet he could still nove. The snow that |ay over the glacier |ooked strange to him
as if it were a white grass growing up out of the ice. It bent to his touch and straightened
again, |like grass-blades. He ceased to crawl and sat up, pushing back his hood so he could see

around him As far as he could see lay fields of the snowgrass, white and shining. There were
groves of white trees, with white | eaves growing on them The sun shone, and it was w ndl ess, and
everything was white.

Getheren took off his gloves and | ooked at his hands. They were white as the snow. Yet the
frostbite was gone out of them and he could use his fingers, and stand upon his feet. He felt no
pain, and no cold, and no hunger

He saw away over the ice to the north a white tower |like the tower of a Domain, and fromthis
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pl ace far away one cane wal king towards him After a while Getheren could see that the person was
naked, his skin was all white, and his hair was all white. He came nearer, and near enough to
speak. Getheren said, "Wo are you?"

The white man said, "I amyour brother and kenmering, Hode."

Hode was the name of his brother who had killed hinmself. And Getheren saw that the white man was
his brother in body and feature. But there was no longer any life in his belly, and his voice
sounded thin like the creaking of ice.

Get heren asked, "Wat place is this?"

Hode answered, "This is the place inside the blizzard. W who kill ourselves dwell here. Here you
and | shall keep our vow. "
Get heren was frightened, and he said, "I will not stay here. If you had cone away with ne from our

Hearth into the southern | ands we mi ght have stayed together and kept our vow |lifelong, no nan
knowi ng our transgression. But you broke your vow, throwing it away with your life. And now you
cannot say ny nane."

This was true. Hode noved his white |lips, but could not say his brother's nane.

He cane quickly to Getheren reaching out his arns to hold him and seized himby the | eft hand.

Get heren broke free and ran fromhim He ran to the southward, and running saw rise up before him
a white wall of falling snow, and when he entered into it he fell again on his knees, and could
not run, but craw ed.

On the ninth day after he had gone up on the Ice he was found in their Donmain by people of O hoch
Hearth, which lies northeast of Shath. They did not know who he was nor where he came from for
they found himcrawing in the snow, starving, snowblind, his face bl ackened by sun and frost, and
at first he could not speak. Yet he took no lasting harmexcept in his | eft hand, which was frozen
and nust be anputated. Sone of the people there said this was Getheren of Shath, of whomthey had
heard talk; others said it could not be, for that Getheren had gone up on the Ice in the first
blizzard of autumm, and was certainly dead. He hinself denied that his name was Getheren. \Wen he
was well he left Orhoch and the Storm border and went into the southern | ands, calling hinself
Ennoch.

When Ennoch was an old nan dwelling in the plains of Rer he net a man fromhis own country, and

asked him "How fares Shath Donmi n?" The other told himthat Shath fared ill. Nothing prospered
there in hearth or tilth, all being blighted with illness, the spring seed frozen in the ground or
the ripe grain rotten, and so it had been for many years. Then Ennoch told him "I am Get heren of

Shat h," and told himhow he had gone up on the Ice and what he had nmet with there. At the end of
his tale he said, "Tell themat Shath that | take back ny name and ny shadow.” Not many days after
this Getheren took sick and died. The traveler carried his words back to Shath, and they say that
fromthat time on the domain prospered again, and all went as it should go in field and house and
heart h.

3. The Mad King

| SLEPT LATEand spent the tail of the norning reading over my own notes on Pal ace etiquette and
the observations on Getheni an psychol ogy and manners made by ny predecessors, the Investigators.
didn't take in what | read, which didn't matter since | knew it by heart and was reading nerely to
shut up the interior voice that kept telling nelt has all gone wong. Wwen it would not be shut up
| argued with it, asserting that | could get on w thout Estraven-perhaps better than with him
After all, mnmy job here was a one-man job. There is only one First Mbile. The first news fromthe
Ekunmen on any world i s spoken by one voice, one man present in the flesh, present and al one. He
may be killed, as Pellelge was on Four-Taurus, or |ocked up with nadnmen, as were the first three
Mobi l es on Gao, one after the other; yet the practice is kept, because it works. One voice
speaking truth is a greater force than fleets and arnmes, given tine; plenty of time; but tine is
the thing that the Ekumen has plenty of...You don't said the interior voice, but | reasoned it
into silence, and arrived at the Palace for nmy audience with the king at Second Hour full of calm
and resolution. It was all knocked right out of ne in the anteroom before | ever saw the king.

Pal ace guards and attendants had showed ne to the anteroom through the long halls and corridors
of the King's House. An aide asked nme to wait and left ne alone in the high wi ndowl ess room There
| stood, all decked out for a visit with royalty. | had sold ny fourth ruby (the Investigators
havi ng reported that Gethenians value the carbon jewels nuch as Terrans do, | came to Wnter with
a pocketful of gems to pay my way), and spent a third of the proceeds on clothes for the parade
yesterday and the audi ence today: everything new, very heavy and well-made as clothing is in
Karhide, a white knitfur shirt, gray breeches, the long tabard-1ike overtunic, hieb, of bluegreen

| eat her, new cap, new gl oves tucked at the proper angle under the | oose belt of the hieb, new
boots... The assurance of being well dressed augnented ny feeling of calmand resolution. | |ooked
calmy and resolutely about nme. Like all the King's House this roomwas high, red, old, bare, with
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a musty chill on the air as if the drafts blewin not fromother roons but fromother centuries. A
fire roared in the fireplace, but did no good. Fires in Karhide are to warmthe spirit not the

fl esh. The mechani cal -industrial Age of Invention in Karhide is at |east three thousand years ol d,
and during those thirty centuries they have devel oped excell ent and economical central -heating

devi ces using steam electricity, and other principles; but they do not install themin their

houses. Perhaps if they did they would | ose their physiological weatherproofing, like Arctic birds
kept in warmtents, who being released get frostbitten feet. |, however, a tropical bird, was
cold; cold one way outdoors and col d anot her way indoors, ceaselessly and nore or |ess
thoroughly cold. I wal ked up and down to warm nyself. There was little besides nyself and the fire

in the long anteroom a stool and a table on which stood a bow of fingerstones and an anci ent
radi o of carved wood inlaid with silver and bone, a noble piece of workmanship. It was playing at
a whisper, and | turned it a touch |ouder, hearing the Palace Bulletin replace the droning Chant
or Lay that was being broadcast. Karhiders do not read nmuch as a rule, and prefer their news and
literature heard not seen; books and televising devices are | ess comon than radi os, and
newspapers don't exist. | had mssed the norning Bulletin on ny set at hone, and half-1istened
now, ny mnd el sewhere, until the repetition of the nane several tinmes caught ny ear at |ast and
stopped ny pacing. What was it about Estraven? A proclanmation was being reread.

"Therem Harth remir Estraven, Lord of Estre in Kerm by this order forfeits title of the Kingdom
and seat in the Assenblies of the Kingdom and is comanded to quit the Kingdomand all Donmains of
Karhi de. If he be not gone out of the Kingdomand all Domains in three days' time, or if in his
life he return into the Kingdom he shall be put to death by any man wi thout further judgnment. No
countryman of Karhide shall suffer Harth remir Estraven to speak to himor stay within his house
or on his lands, on pain of inprisonnment, nor shall any countrynman of Karhide give or lend Harth
remir Estraven noney or goods, nor repay any debt owing him on pain of inprisonment and fine.
Let all countrynmen of Karhide know and say that the crine for which Harth remir Estraven is
exiled is the crime of Treason: he having urged privily and openly in Assenbly and Pal ace, under
pretense of |loyal service to the King, that the Nation-Dom nion of Karhide cast away its
sovereignty and surrender up its power in order to beconme an inferor and subject nation in a
certain Union of Peoples, concerning which et all nen know and say that no such Union does exist,
bei ng a device and basel ess fiction of certain conspiring traitors who seek to weaken the

Aut hority of Karhide in the King, to the profit of the real and present enenies of the |and.
Qdguyrny Tuwa, Eighth Hour, in the Palace in Erhenrang: ARGAVEN HARGE. "

The order was printed and posted on several gates and road-posts about the city, and the above is
verbatimfrom one such copy.

My first inmpulse was sinple. | cut off the radio as if to stop it from giving evidence agai nst ne,
and scuttled to the door. There of course | stopped. | went back to the table by the firepl ace,
and stood. | was no longer calmor resolute. | wanted to open ny case, get out the ansible, and
send an Advise/Urgent! through to Hain. | suppressed this inpulse also, as it was even sillier
than the first. Fortunately |I had no tine for nore inmpul ses. The doubl e door at the far end of the
ant eroom was opened and the aide stood aside for ne to pass, announcing nme, "Genry Ai"-ny nanme is
Genly, but Karhiders can't sayL- and left nme in the Red Hall with King Argaven XV.

An imense, high, long room that Red Hall of the King's House. Half a mle down to the
fireplaces. Half a mile up to the raftered ceiling hung with red, dusty drapes or banners al
ragged with the years. The windows are only slits or slots in the thick walls, the lights few,

hi gh, and dim M new boots goeck, eck, eck, eck as | walk down the hall towards the king, a six
nmont hs' j our ney.

Argaven was standing in front of the central and largest fireplace of three, on a low, large dais
or platform a short figure in the reddish gloom rather potbellied, very erect, dark and
featureless in silhouette except for the glint of the big seal-ring on his thunb.

| stopped at the edge of the dais and, as | had been instructed, did and said nothing.

"Come up, M. Ai. Sit down."

| obeyed, taking the right-hand chair by the central hearth. In all this |I had been drill ed.
Argaven did not sit down; he stood ten feet fromne with the roaring bright flanmes behind him and
presently said, "Tell me what you have to tell nme, M. A . You bear a nessage, they say."

The face that turned towards nme, reddened and cratered by firelight and shadow, was as flat and
cruel as the moon, Wnter's dull rufous nobon. Argaven was |less kingly, |ess nanly, than he | ooked
at a distance anong his courtiers. His voice was thin, and he held his fierce lunatic head at an
angl e of bizarre arrogance.

"My lord, what | have to say is gone out of nmy head. | only just now | earned of Lord Estraven's

di sgrace. "

Argaven sniled at that, a stretched, staring grin. He |laughed shrilly |ike an angry wonan
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pretending to be anused. "Damm him" he said, "the proud, posturing, perjuring traitor! You dined
with himlast night, eh? And he told you what a powerful fellow he is, and how he runs the king,

and how easy you'll find ne to deal with since he's been talking to me about you-eh? Is that what
he told you, M. A ?"
| hesitated.

“I'"ll tell you what he's been saying to ne about you, if you've an interest in knowi ng. He's been
advising ne to refuse you audi ence, keep you hangi ng about waiting, maybe pack you off to Orgoreyn
or the Islands. Al this halfnonth he's been telling me, damm his insolence! It's he that got
packed off to Orgoreyn, ha ha ha-!" Again the shrill false |augh, and he cl apped his hands
together as he | aughed. A silent inmmedi ate guard appeared between curtains at the end of the dais.

Argaven snarled at himand he vanished. Still laughing and still snarling Argaven canme up cl ose
and stared straight at ne. The dark irises of his eyes glowed slightly orange. | was a good dea
more afraid of himthan | had expected to be.

I could see no course to follow anong these incoherencies but that of candor. | said, "I can only
ask you, sir, whether I'mconsidered to be inplicated in Estraven's crine."

"You? No." Hestared even nore closely at nme. "I don't know what the devil you are, M. A, a
sexual freak or an artificial nonster or a visitor fromthe Donmains of the Void, but you're not a
traitor, you' ve nmerely been the tool of one. | don't punish tools. They do harmonly in the hands

of a bad workman. Let nme give you sone advice." Argaven said this with curious enphasis and
satisfaction, and even then it occurred to ne that nobody else, in tw years, had ever given ne
advi ce. They answered questions, but they never openly gave advice, not even Estraven at his npst

hel pful. It must have to do with shifgrethor. "Let no one el se use you, M. Ai," the king was
saying. "Keep clear of factions. Tell your own lies, do your own deeds. And trust no one. D you
know t hat ? Trust no one. Dann that |ying col dblooded traitor, | trusted him | put the silver
chain around his damed neck. | wish I'd hanged himwith it. | never trusted him Never. Don't

trust anybody. Let himstarve in the cesspits of Mshnory hunting garbage, let his bowels rot,
never 7mdash; " Ki ng Argaven shook, choked, caught his breath with a retching sound, and turned his

back on me. He kicked at the logs of the great fire till sparks whirled up thick in his face and
fell on his hair and his black tunic, and he caught at themw th open hands.

Not turning around he spoke in a shrill painful voice: "Say what you' ve got to say, M. A."
"May | ask you a question, sir?"

"Yes." He swayed fromfoot to foot as he stood facing the fire. | had to address his back

"Do you believe that I amwhat | say | an®"

"Estraven had the physicians send nme endl ess tapes about you, and nore fromthe engi neers at the
Wor kshops who have your vehicle, and so on. They can't all be liars, and they all say you're not
human. What then?"

"Then, sir, there are others Iike me. That is, |'ma representative..."

"Of this union, this Authority, yes, very well. Wat did they send you here for, is that what you
want me to ask?"

Though Argaven mi ght be neither sane nor shrewd, he had had | ong practice in the evasions and
chal | enges and rhetorical subtleties used in conversation by those whose nain aimin life was the
achi evenent and mai ntenance of the shifgrethor relationship on a high |evel. Wole areas of that
relationship were still blank to ne, but | knew sonething about the conpetitive, prestige-seeking
aspect of it, and about the perpetual conversational duel which can result fromit. That | was not
dueling with Argaven, but trying to communicate with him was itself an inconmunicable fact.
"I'"ve made no secret of it, sir. The Ekunen wants an alliance, with the nations of Cethen."

"What for?"

"Material profit. Increase of know edge. The augnmentation of the conplexity and intensity of the
field of intelligent Ilife. The enrichment of harnony and the greater glory of God. Curiosity.
Adventure. Delight."

I was not speaking the tongue spoken by those who rule nen, the kings, conquerors, dictators,
generals; in that |anguage there was no answer to his question. Sullen and unheedi ng, Argaven
stared at the fire, shifting fromfoot to foot.

"How big is this kingdomout in Nowhere, this Ekunen?"

"There are eighty-three habitable planets in the Ekunmenical Scope, and on them about three

t housand nations or anthrotypic groups-"

"Three thousand? | see. Now tell me why we, one against three thousand, should have anything to do
with all these nations of nonsters living out in the Void?" He turned around now to | ook at ne,
for he was still dueling, posing a rhetorical question, alnpbst a joke. But the joke did not go
deep. He was-as Estraven had warned me-uneasy, al arned.

"Three thousand nations on eighty-three worlds, sir; but the nearest to Gethen is seventeen years
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journey in ships that go at near |lightspeed. If you' ve thought that Gethen mnight be involved in
forays and harassnents from such nei ghbors, consider the distance at which they live. Forays are
worth no one's trouble, across space.” | did not speak of war, for a good reason; there's no word
for it in Karhidish. "Trade, however, is worthwhile. In ideas and techni ques, comunicated by
ansi bl e; in goods and artifacts, sent by manned or unmanned shi ps. Anbassadors, schol ars, and

mer chants, sone of them m ght cone here; sone of yours mght go offworld. The Ekumen is not a

ki ngdom but a co-ordinator, a clearinghouse for trade and know edge; wi thout it conmunication

bet ween the worl ds of men woul d be haphazard, and trade very risky, as you can see. Men's lives
are too short to cope with the tine-junps between worlds, if there's no network and centrality, no
control, no continuity to work through; therefore they becone nenbers of the Ekunen... W are all
men, you know, sir. Al of us. Al the worlds of nen were settled, eons ago, fromone world, Hain.
We vary, but we're all sons of the sane Hearth..."

None of this caught the king's curiosity or gave himany reassurance. | went on a bit, trying to
suggest that his shifgrethor, or Karhide's, would be enhanced, not threatened by the presence of
the Ekumen, but it was no good. Argaven stood there sullen as an old she-otter in a cage, sw nging
back and forth, fromfoot to foot, back and forth, baring his teeth in a grin of pain. | stopped

t al ki ng.

"Are they all as black as you?"

Get heni ans are yel |l owbrown or red-brown, generally, but | had seen a good nmany as dark as nyself.
"Some are blacker," | said; "we cone all colors,” and | opened the case (politely exanined by the
guards of the Palace at four stages of ny approach to the Red Hall) that held ny ansible and sone
pi ctures. The pictures-filnms, photos, paintings, actives, and sone cubes-were a little gallery of
Man: people of Hain, Chiffewar, and the Cetians, of S and Terra and Alterra, of the Uter-nosts,

Kapteyn, O lul, Four-Taurus, Rokanan, Ensbo, C ne, Gde and Sheashel Haven... The king glanced at a
couple without interest. "Wat's this?"
"A person fromC e, a fermale." | had to use the word that Gethenians would apply only to a person

in the cul m nant phase of kemmrer, the alternative being their word for a femal e ani mal
" Per manent | y?"

"Yes. "
He dropped the cube and stood swinging fromfoot to foot, staring at ne or a little past nme, the
firelight shifting on his face. "They're all like that-1ike you?"

This was the hurdle | could not |ower for them They nust, in the end, learn to take it in their
stride.

"Yes. Cethenian sexual physiology, so far as we yet know, is unique anong human bei ngs."

"So all of them out on these other planets, are in pernmanent kemmer? A society of perverts? So
Lord Tibe put it; | thought he was joking. Well, it may be the fact, but it's adisgusting idea
M. A, and | don't see why hunman beings here on earth should want or tolerate any dealings with
creatures so nonstrously different. But then, perhaps you' re here to tell nme | have no choice in
the matter."

"The choice, for Karhide, is yours, sir.
"And if | send you packing, too?"

"Way, I'1l go. | mght try again, with another generation..."

That hit him He snapped, "Are you inmmortal ?"

"No, not at all, sir. But the time-junps have their uses. If | left Gethen now for the nearest
world, Olul, I'd spend seventeen years of planetary time getting there. Tinejunping is a function

of traveling nearly as fast as light. If | sinply turned around and canme back, ny few hours spent

on the ship would, here, anpbunt to thirty-four years; and | could start all over." But the idea of
timejunping, which with its false hint of immortality had fascinated everyone who |istened to ne,

fromthe Horden Island fisherman on up to the Prinme Mnister, left himcold. He said in his shril

harsh voice, "Wiat's that?"-pointing to the ansible.

"The ansi bl e conmuni cator, sir."

"A radi o?"
"I't doesn't involve radio waves, or any form of energy. The principle it works on, the constant of
simultaneity, is analogous in sone ways to gravity-" | had forgotten again that | wasn't talking

to Estraven, who had read every report on nme and who listened intently and intelligently to all ny
expl anations, but instead to a bored king. "Wat it does, sir, is produce a nessage at any two

poi nts simultaneously. Anywhere. One point has to be fixed, on a planet of a certain nmass, but the
other end is portable. That's this end. |'ve set the coordinates for the Prime World, Hain. A
NAFAL ship takes 67 years to go between Gethen and Hain, but if | wite a nmessage on that keyboard
it will be received on Hain at the sane nonent as | wite it. Is there any communication you'd
care to make with the Stabiles on Hain, sir?"
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"I don't speak Voidish," said the king with his dull, malign grin.

"They'll have an aide standing ready-|1 alerted them-who can handl e Karhi di sh."
"What d' you nean? How?"
"Well, as you know, sir, I'mnot the first alien to cone to Gethen. | was preceded by a team of

I nvestigators, who didn't announce their presence, but passed as well as they could for

Get heni ans, and travel ed about in Karhide and Orgoreyn and the Archipelago for a year. They left,
and reported to the Councils of the Ekumen, over forty years ago, during your grandfather's reign.
Their report was extrenely favorable. And so | studied the information they'd gathered, and the

| anguages they'd recorded, and cane. Wuld you like to see the device working, sir?"

"I don't like tricks, M. A ."

"I't's not a trick, sir. Sone of your own scientists have exani ned-"

“I'"'mnot a scientist."

"You're a sovereign, ny lord. Your peers on the Prime Wrld of the Ekumen wait for a word from
you. "

He | ooked at nme savagely. In trying to flatter and interest himl| had cornered himin a prestige-
trap. It was all going wong.

"Very well. Ask your nmachine there what nakes a nman a traitor."

| typed out slowmy on the keys, which were set to Karhidish characters, "King Argaven of Karhide
asks the Stabiles on Hain what nmakes a man a traitor." The letters burned across the small screen
and faded. Argaven watched, his restless shifting stilled for a mnute.

There was a pause, a |ong pause. Somebody seventy-two |light-years away was no doubt feverishly
punchi ng demands on the | anguage conputer for Karhidish, if not on a phil osophy-storage conputer.
At last the bright letters burned up out of the screen, hung a while, and faded slowy away: "To
Ki ng Argaven of Karhide on Gethen, greetings. | do not know what nakes a nman a traitor. No nan
considers hinmself a traitor: this makes it hard to find out. Respectfully, Spimolle G F., for the
Stabiles, in Saire on Hain, 93/1491/45."

When the tape was recorded | pulled it out and gave it to Argaven. He dropped it on the table,

wal ked again to the central fireplace, alnost into it, and kicked the flamng | ogs and beat down
the sparks with his hands. "As useful an answer as | night get fromany Foreteller. Answers aren't
enough, M. Ai. Nor is your box, your machine there. Nor your vehicle, your ship. A bag of tricks
and a trickster. You want ne to believe you, your tales and nessages. But why need | believe, or
listen? If there are eighty thousand worlds full of nobnsters out there anong the stars, what of
it? W want nothing fromthem W've chosen our way of life and have followed it for a long tinmne.
Karhide's on the brink of a new epoch, a great new age. W'll go our own way." He hesitated as if
he had |l ost the thread of his argument-not his own argument, perhaps, in the first place.

If Estraven was no |onger the King's Ear, sonebody else was. "And if there were anything these
Ekunens wanted fromus, they wouldn't have sent you alone. It's a joke, a hoax. Aliens would be
here by the thousand."

"But it doesn't take a thousand nen to open a door, ny lord."

"It mght to keep it open.”

"The Ekunmen will wait till you open it, sir. It will force nothing on you. I was sent alone, and
remain here alone, in order to make it inpossible for you to fear ne."

"Fear you?" said the king, turning his shadow scarred face, grinning, speaking |oud and hi gh. "But
| do fear you, Envoy. | fear those who sent you. | fear liars, and | fear tricksters, and worst |
fear the bitter truth. And so | rule ny country well. Because only fear rules nen. Nothing el se
works. Nothing el se | asts | ong enough. You are what you say you are, yet you're a joke, a hoax.
There's nothing in between the stars but void and terror and darkness, and you cone out of that
all alone trying to frighten ne. But | amalready afraid, and | amthe king. Fear is king! Now
take your traps and tricks and go, there's no nore needs saying. | have ordered that you be given
the freedom of Karhide."

So | departed fromthe royal presence-eck, eck, eckall down the long red floor in the red gl oom of
the hall, until at |last the double doors shut me off fromhim

| had failed. Failed all around. Wat worried me as | left the King's House and wal ked through the
Pal ace grounds, however, was not ny failure, but Estraven's part in it. Wiy had the king exiled
himfor advocating the Ekumen's cause (which seened to be the nmeaning of the proclamation) if
(according to the king hinself) he had been doing the opposite? Wen had he started advising the

king to steer clear of nme, and why? Wiy was he exiled, and | let go free? Wich of themhad |lied
nore, and what the devil were they lying for?

Estraven to save his skin, | decided, and the king to save his face. The expl anati on was neat. But
had Estraven, in fact, ever lied to nme? | discovered that | did not know.

I was passing the Corner Red Dwelling. The gates of the garden stood open. | glanced in at the
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seremtrees | eaning white above the dark pool, the paths of pink brick lying deserted in the
serene gray light of afternoon. Alittle snow still lay in the shadow of the rocks by the pool.

t hought of Estraven waiting for ne there as the snow fell last night, and felt a pang of pure pity
for the man whom | had seen in yesterday's parade sweating and superb under the weight of his
panoply and power, a nman at the prine of his career, potent and nagnificent-gone now, down, done
Running for the border with his death three days behind him and no man speaking to him The deat h-
sentence is rare in Karhide. Life on Wnter is hard to Iive, and people there generally |eave
death to nature or to anger, not to law. | wondered how Estraven, with that sentence driving him
would go. Not in a car, for they were all Palace property here; would a ship or | andboat give him
passage? O was he afoot on the road, carrying what he could carry with hin? Karhiders go afoot,
nostly; they have no beasts of burden, no flying vehicles, the weather nakes slow going for
powered traffic nost of the year, and they are not a people who hurry. | inagined the proud man
going into exile step by step, a small trudging figure on the long road west to the Gulf. All this
went through ny nmind and out of it as | passed the gate of the Corner Red Dwelling, and with it
went my confused specul ati ons concerning the acts and notives of Estraven and the king. | was done
with them | had failed. What next?

| should go to Orgoreyn, Karhide's neighbor and rival. But once | went there | might find it hard
to return to Karhide, and | had unfinished business here. | had to keep in nmind that nmy entire
life could be, and night well be, used in achieving ny mission for the Ekunen. No hurry. No need
to rush off to Orgoreyn before | had | earned nore about Karhide, particularly about the

Fast nesses. For two years | had been answering questions, now | would ask sone. But not in
Erhenrang. | had finally understood that Estraven had been warning nme, and though | might distrust
his warning | could not disregard it. He had been saying, however indirectly, that | should get
away fromthe city and the court. For sone reason | thought of Lord Tibe's teeth... The king had
given me the freedom of the country; | would avail nyself of it. As they say in Ekumeni cal School
when action grows unprofitable, gather information; when information grows unprofitable, sleep.
was not sleepy, yet. | would go east to the Fastnesses, and gather information fromthe
Foretellers, perhaps.

4. The N neteenth Day

An East Karhidish story, as told in Gorinhering Hearth by Tobord Chorhawa, and recorded by G A,
93/ 1492.

LORD BEROSTY REM I R | PEcane to Thangering Fastness and offered forty beryls and half the year's
yield fromhis orchards as the price of a Foretelling, and the price was acceptable. He set his
question to the Waver Odren, and the question was, On what day shall | die?

The Foretellers gathered and went together into the darkness. At the end of darkness Qdren spoke
the answer:You will die on Gdstreth (the 19th day of any nonth).

"I'n what nonth? in how many years?" cried Berosty, but the bond was broken, and there was no
answer. He ran into the circle and took the Weaver Odren by the throat choking hi mand shouted
that if he got no further answer he would break the Waver's neck. O hers pulled himoff and held
him though he was a strong man. He strai ned agai nst their hands and cried out, "Gve nme the
answer!"

Qdren said, "It is given, and the price paid. Go."

Ragi ng then Berosty remir Ipe returned to Charuthe, the third Domain of his fanmily, a poor place
in northern Gsnoriner, which he had made poorer in getting together the price of a Foretelling. He
shut hinself up in the strong-place, in the highest roons of the Hearth-Tower, and would not cone
out for friend or foe, for seedtine or harvest, for kerrimer or foray, all that nonth and the next
and the next, and six nonths went by and ten nonths went by, and he still kept like a prisoner to
his room waiting. On Onnetherhad and Gdstreth (the 18th and 19t h days of the nonth) he woul d not
eat any food, nor would he drink, nor would he sleep

Hi s kemmering by |ove and vow was Herbor of the Geganner clan. This Herbor canme in the nonth of
Grende to Thangering Fastness and said to the Waver, "I seek a Foretelling."

"What have you to pay?" Odren asked, for he saw that the man was poorly dressed and badly shod,
and his sl edge was ol d, and everything about hi mwanted nmendi ng.

"I will give ny life," said Herbor

"Have you nothing else, nmy |lord?" Odren asked him speaking now as to a great nobl eman, "nothing
el se to give?"

"I have nothing else," said Herbor. "But | do not know if nmy life is of any value to you here."
"No," said (dren, "it is of no value to us."

Then Herbor fell on his knees, struck down by shane and | ove, and cried to Gdren, "I beg you to
answer ny question. It is not for nyself!"

"For whom then?"" asked the Waver.
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"For my lord and kemmering Ashe Berosty," said the nan, and he wept. "He has no | ove nor joy nor

| ordshi p since he came here and got that answer which was no answer. He will die of it."
"That he will: what does a nan die of but his death?" said the Weaver Odren. But Berber's passion
moved him and at length he said, "I will seek the answer of the question you ask, Herbor, and

will ask no price. But bethink you, there is always a price. The asker pays what he has to pay."
Then Herbor set Qdren's hands against his own eyes in sign of gratitude, and so the Foretelling
went forward. The Foretellers gathered and went into the darkness. Herbor went anong them and
asked his question, and the question was, How long will Ashe Berosty remir |Ipe |ive? For Herbor
thought thus to get the count of days or years, and so set his love's heart at rest with certain
know edge. Then the Foretellers noved in the darkness and at |ast Odren cried in great pain, as if
he burned in a fire, Longer than Herbor of Geganner

It was not the answer Herbor had hoped, but it was the answer he got, and having a patient heart
he went hone to Charuthe with it, through the snows of Grende. He cane into the Donmain and into
the strong-place and clinbed the tower, and there found his kemrering Berosty sitting as ever

bl ank and bl eak by an ash-snothered fire, his arnms lying on a table of red stone, his head sunk
bet ween hi s shoul ders.

"Ashe," said Herbor, "I have been to Thangeri ng Fastness, and have been answered by the
Foretellers. | asked them how | ong you would live and their answer was, Berosty will |ive |onger
t han Herbor."

Berosty | ooked up at himas slow as if the hinge in his neck had rusted, and said, "Did you ask
them when | woul d die, then?"

"1 asked how | ong you would live."

"How | ong? You fool! You had a question of the Foretellers, and did not ask themwhen | amto die
what day, nonth, year, how nmany days are left to nme-you askedhow | ong? O you fool, you staring
fool, longer than you, yes, longer than you!" Berosty took up the great table of red stone as if
it had been a sheet of tin and brought it down on Herbor's head. Herbor fell, and the stone lay on
him Berosty stood a while demented. Then he raised up the stone, and saw that it had crushed
Herbor's skull. He set the stone back on its pedestal. He |ay down beside the dead man and put his
arns about him as if they were in kemer and all was well. So the peopl e of Charuthe found them
when they broke into the tower-roomat |ast. Berosty was nmad thereafter and had to be kept under

| ock, for he would always go | ooking for Herbor, who he thought was somewhere" about the Domain

He Iived a nonth thus, and then hanged hinself, on Qdstreth, the nineteenth day of the nonth of
Ther n.

5. The Donestication of Hunch

MY LANDLADY, a vol ubl e man, arranged ny journey into the East. "If a person wants to visit
Fast nesses he's got to cross the Kargav. Over the nountains, into Od Karhide, to Her, the old
Kings' City. Now I'Il tell you, a hearthfellow of nmine runs a | andboat caravan over the Eskar Pass

and yesterday he was telling ne over a cup of orsh that they're going to make their first trip
this sumrer on Getheny Gsne, it having been such a warm spring and the road already clear up to
Engohar and the plows will have the pass clear in another couple of days. Now you won't catch ne
crossing the Kargav, Erhenrang for nme and a roof over ny head. But |I'ma Yoneshta, praise to the
ni ne hundred Throne- Uphol ders and bl est be the M|k of Meshe, and one can be a Yoneshta anywhere
W're a lot of newconers, see, for nmy Lord Meshe was born 2,202 years-ago, but the A d Way of the
Handdara goes back ten thousand years before that. You have to go back to the A d Land if you're
after the dd Way. Now | ook here, M. Ai, I'Il have a roomin this island for you whenever you
come back, but | believe you're a wise man to be going out of Erhenrang for a while, for everybody
knows that the Traitor nmade a great show of befriending you at the Palace. Now with old Ti be as
the King's Ear things will go snoboth again. Now if you go down to the New Port you'll find ny
hearthfell ow there, and if you tell himl sent you..."

And so on. He was, as | said, voluble, and having discovered that | had no shifgrethor took every
chance to give ne advice, though even he disguised it with it's and as-ifs. He was the
superintendent of nmy island; | thought of himas ny |landlady, for he had fat buttocks that wagged
as he wal ked, and a soft fat face, and a prying, spying, ignoble, kindly nature. He was good to
me, and al so showed ny roomwhile | was out to thrill-seekers for a small fee: See the Mysterious
Envoy's roonl He was so fenminine in | ooks and manner that | once asked hi mhow nany children he
had. He | ooked glum He had never borne any. He had, however, sired four. It was one of the little
jolts I was always getting. Cultural shock was nothing much conpared to the biol ogical shock
suffered as a human mal e anong hunan bei ngs who were, five-sixths of the tine, hermaphroditic
neut ers.

The radio bulletins were full of the doings of the new Prine Mnister, Pemmer Harge remir Tibe
Much of the news concerned affairs up north in the Sinoth Valley. Tibe evidently was going to
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press Karhide's claimto that region: precisely the kind of action which, on any other world at
this stage of civilization, would lead to war. But on Gethen nothing led to war. Quarrels,

mur ders, feuds, forays, vendettas, assassinations, tortures and abom nations, all these were in
their repertory of human acconplishnents; but they did not go to war. They |acked, it seened, the
capacity tonobilize. They behaved like animals, in that respect; or |ike wonen. They did not
behave |ike men, or ants. At any rate they never yet had done so. What | knew of Orgoreyn
indicated that it had beconme, over the last five or six centuries, an increasingly nobilizable
society, a real nation-state. The prestige-conpetition", heretofore nostly econonic, night force
Karhide to enulate its |larger neighbor, to beconme a nation instead of a famly quarrel, as
Estraven had said; to becone, as Estraven had also said, patriotic. If this occurred the

Get heni ans m ght have an excel |l ent chance of achieving the condition of war.

I wanted to go to Orgoreyn and see if ny guesses concerning it were sound, but | wanted to finish
up with Karhide first; so | sold another ruby to the scar-faced jeweler in Eng Street, and with no
baggage but ny nmoney, my ansible, a few instrunents and a change of clothes, set off as passenger
on a trade-caravan on the first day of the first nonth of sumer.

The | andboats | eft at daybreak fromthe w ndswept |oadi ng-yards of the New Port. They drove under
the Arch and turned east, twenty bul ky, quiet-running, barge-like trucks on caterpillar treads,
going single file down the deep streets of Erhenrang through the shadows of norning. They carried
boxes of |enses, reels of soundtapes, spools of copper and platinumw re, bolts of plant-fiber
cloth rai sed and woven in the West Fall, chests of dried fish-flakes fromthe GQulf, crates of

bal | beari ngs and other small machine parts, and ten truck-loads of Orgota kardi k-grain: all bound
for the Pering Stormborder, the northeast corner of the land. Al shipping on the Geat Continent
is by these electric-powered trucks, which go on barges on the rivers and canal s where possible.
During the deep-snow nonths, slow tractor-plows, power-sledges, and the erratic ice-ships on
frozen rivers are the only transport beside skis and nanhaul ed sl edges; during the Thaw no form of
transport is reliable; so nost freight traffic goes with a rush, cone sumer. The roads then are
thick with caravans. Traffic is controlled, each vehicle or caravan being required to keep in
constant radio touch with checkpoints along the way. It all noves al ong, however crowded, quite
steadily at the rate of 25 mles per hour (Terran). Gethenians could nake their vehicles go
faster, but they do not. |If asked why not, they answer "Wiy?" Like asking Terrans why all our
vehi cl es nust go so fast; we answer "Wy not?" No disputing tastes. Terrans tend to feel they've
got to get ahead, nmke progress. The people of Wnter, who always live in the Year One, feel that
progress is less inportant than presence. My tastes were Terran, and |eaving Ehrenrang | was
inpatient with the nethodical pace of the caravan; | wanted to get out and run. | was glad to get
clear of those long stone streets overhung with bl ack, steep roofs. and innunerable towers, that
sunless city where all ny chances had turned to fear and betrayal

Clinbing the Kargav foothills the caravan halted briefly but often for nmeals at roadside inns.
Along in the afternoon we got our first full view of the range froma foothill summit. W saw
Kostor, which is four mles high, fromfoot to crest; the huge slant of its western slope hid the
peaks north of it, sonme of which go up to thirty thousand feet. South from Kostor one peak after
anot her stood out white against a colorless sky; | counted thirteen, the last an undefined glimer
in the mst of distance in the south. The driver naned the thirteen for ne, and told ne stories of
aval anches, and | andboats bl own off the road by nountain w nds, and snowpl ow crews marooned for
weeks in inaccessible heights, and so on, in a friendly effort to terrify me. He described having
seen the truck ahead of his skid and go over a thousand-foot precipice; what was remarkable, he
said, was the slowness with which it fell. It seened to take all afternoon floating down into the
abyss, and he had been very glad to see it at last vanish, with no sound at all, into a forty-foot
snowdrift at the bottom

At Third Hour we stopped for dinner at a large inn, a grand place with vast roaring fireplaces and
vast beamroofed roons full of tables |oaded with good food; but we did not stay the night. Qurs
was a sl eeper-caravan, hurrying (in its Karhidish fashion) to be the first of the season into the
Pering Stormcountry, to skimthe creamof the market for its nerchant-entrepreneurs. The truck-
batteries were recharged, a new shift of drivers took over, and we went on. One truck of the
caravan served as sleeper, for drivers only. No beds for passengers. | spent the night in the cold
cab on the hard seat, with one break along near mnidnight for supper at a little inn high in the
hills. Karhide is no country for confort.

At dawn | was awake and saw that we had | eft everything behind except rock, and ice, and |ight,
and the narrow road al ways going up and up under our treads. | thought, shivering, that there are
things that outweigh confort, unless one is an old wonan or a cat.

No nore inns now, anong these appalling slopes of snow and granite. At nealtines the | andboats
came silently to a halt one after the other on sonme thirty-degree, snow encroached grade, and

file:/l/G|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/Ur...%20-%20The%20Left%20Hand%200f%20Darkness.txt (18 of 96) [11/1/2004 12:06:21 AM]



file:///G)/Program%20Files/eMul e/l ncomi ng/Ursul a%20K .%20L eGuin%20-%20T he%20L eft%20Hand%200f%20Darkness.txt

everybody clinbed down fromthe cabs and gat hered about the sleeper, from which bows of hot soup
were served, slabs of dried breadapple, and sour beer in nugs. W stood about stanmping in the
snow, gobbling up food and drink, backs to the bitter wind that was filled with a glittering dust
of dry snow. Then back into the | andboats, and on, and up. At noon in the passes of Whoth, at
about 14,000 feet, it was 82°F. in the sun and 13° in the shade. The electric engines were so
qui et that one could hear aval anches grunbl e down i nmense bl ue slopes on the far side of chasns
twenty miles across.

Late that afternoon we passed the sunmit, at Eskar, 15,200 feet. Looking up the slope of the

sout hern face of Kostor, up which we had been infinitesimally crawing all day, | saw a queer rock-
formation a quarter nmle or so above the road, a castle-like outcropping. "See the Fastness up
there?" said the driver

"That's a buil di ng?"

"That's Ariskostor Fastness."

"But no one could live up here."

"Ch, the Od Men can. | used to drive in a caravan that brought up their food from Erhenrang, late
in sunmer. OF course they can't get in or out for ten or eleven nonths of the year, but they don't
care. There's seven or eight Indwellers up there."

| stared up at the buttresses of rough rock, solitary in the huge solitude of the heights, and
did not believe the driver; but |I suspended ny disbelief. If any people could survive in such a
frozen aerie, they would be Karhiders.

The road descendi ng swng far north and far south, edging al ong precipices, for the east slope of
the Kargav is harsher than the west, falling to the plains in great stairsteps, the raw fault-

bl ocks of the nountains' nmaeking. At sunset we saw a tiny string of dots creeping through a huge
whi t e shadow seven thousand feet below a |andboat caravan that had | eft Erhenrang a day ahead of
us. Late the next day we had got down there and were creeping along that same snow sl ope, very
softly, not sneezing, |lest we bring down the aval anche. Fromthere we saw for a while, away bel ow
and beyond us eastward, vague vast | ands blurred with clouds and shadows of clouds and streaked
with silver of rivers, the Plains of Rer.

At dusk of the fourth day out from Erhenrang we cane to Rer. Between the two cities lie eleven
hundred niles, and a wall several miles high, and two or three thousand years. The caravan halted
outside the Western Gate, where it would be shifted onto canal -barges. No | andboat or car can
enter Rer. It was built before Karhiders used powered vehicles, and they have been using themfor
over twenty centuries. There are no streets in Rer. There are covered wal ks, tunnel-like, which in
sumer one nmay wal k through or on top of as one pleases. The houses and islands and Hearths sit
every which way, chaotic, in a profuse prodigious confusion that suddenly cul m nates (as anarchy
will do in Karhide) in splendor: the great Towers of the Un-Pal ace, blood-red, wi ndow ess. Built
seventeen centuries ago, those towers housed the kings of Karhide for a thousand years, unti
Argaven Harge, first of his dynasty, crossed the Kargav and settled the great valley of the West
Fall. Al the buildings of Rer are fantastically massive, deep-founded, weatherproof and

wat erproof. In winter the wind of the plains may keep the city clear of snow, but when it
blizzards and piles up they do not clear the streets, having no streets to clear. They use the
stone tunnels, or burrow tenporary ones in the snow. Nothing of the houses but the roof sticks out
above the snow, and the winter-doors nay be set under the eaves or in the roof itself, Iike
dornmers. The Thaw is the bad tinme on that plain of many rivers. The tunnels then are storm sewers,
and the spaces between buil di ngs becone canals or |akes, on which the people of Rer boat to their
busi ness, fending off small ice-floes with the oars. And al ways, over the dust of summer, the
snowy roof-junble of winter, or the floods of spring, the red Towers |oom the enpty heart of the
city, indestructible.

| lodged in a dreary overpriced inn crouching in the lee of the Towers. | got up at dawn after
many bad dreans, and paid the extortioner for bed and breakfast and inaccurate directions as to
the way | should take, and set forth afoot to find O herhord, an ancient Fastness not far from

Rer. | was lost within fifty yards of the inn. By keeping the Towers behind ne and the huge white
| oom of the Kargav on ny right, | got out of the city headed south, and a farner's child net on
the road told ne where to turn off for O herhord.

| cane there at noon. That is, | cane sonewhere at noon, but | wasn't sure where. It was mainly a

forest or a thick wood; but the woods were even nore carefully tended than is usual in that
country of careful foresters, and the path led along the hillside right in anbng the trees. After
a while | becane aware that there was a wooden hut just off the path to ny right, and then |
noticed a quite large wooden building a little farther off to ny left; and from sonewhere there
came a delicious snell of fresh frying fish

I went slowy along the path, a little uneasy. |I didn't know how the Handdarata felt about

file:/lIG|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/Ur...%20-%20The%20Left%20Hand%200f%20Darkness.txt (19 of 96) [11/1/2004 12:06:21 AM]



file:///G)/Program%20Files/eMul e/l ncomi ng/Ursul a%20K .%20L eGuin%20-%20T he%20L eft%20Hand%200f%20Darkness.txt

tourists. | knew very little about themin fact. The Handdara is a religion w thout institution

wi t hout priests, wi thout hierarchy, w thout vows, without creed; | amstill unable to say whether
it has a God or not. It is elusive. It is always sonewhere else. Its only fixed manifestation is
in the Fastnesses, retreats to which people may retire and spend the night or a lifetine. |

woul dn't have been pursuing this curiously intangible cult into its secret places at all, if |
hadn't wanted to answer the question |left unanswered by the Investigators: Wat are the
Foretellers, and what do they actually do?

I had been | onger in Karhide now than the Investigators had, and | doubted that there was anything
to the stories of Foretellers and their prophecies. Legends of prediction are conmon throughout

t he whol e Househol d of Man. Gods speak, spirits speak, conputers speak. Oracul ar anbiguity or
statistical probability provides |oopholes, and di screpanci es are expunged by Faith. However, the
| egends were worth investigating. | hadn't yet convinced any Karhider of the existence of

tel epat hi c comuni cation; they wouldn't believe it till they "saw' it: ny position exactly,
regarding the Foretellers of the Handdara.

As | went on along the path | realized that a whole village or town was scattered about in the
shadow of that slanting forest, all as randomas Rer was, but secretive, peaceful, rural. Over
every roof and path hung the boughs of the hemmens, the commobnest tree of Wnter, a stout conifer
with thick pale-scarlet needles. Henmen-cones littered the branching paths, the wind was scented
with hemren-pollen, and all the houses were built of the dark henmen-wood. | stopped at | ast
wonder i ng whi ch door to knock at, when a person cane sauntering out of the trees and greeted ne
courteously. "WIIl you be |ooking for a dwelling-place?" he asked.

"l1"ve come with a question for the Foretellers.” | had decided to let themtake nme, at first
anyhow, for a Karhider. Like the Investigators | had never had any trouble passing as a native, if
| wanted to; anong all the Karhidish dialects nmy accent went unnoticed, and ny sexual anonalies
were hidden by the heavy clothing. | lacked the fine thick hair-thatch and the downward eye-sl ant
of the typical Gethenian, and was bl acker and taller than nost, but not beyond the range of nornal
variation. My beard had been permanently depilated before I left Qlul (at that time we didn't yet
know about the 'pelted tribes of Perunter, who are not only bearded but hairy all over, |ike
White Terrans). Cccasionally | was asked how ny nose got broken. | have a flat nose; Gethenian
noses are proninent and narrow, with constricted passages, well adapted to breathing subfreezing
air. The person on the path at CGtherhord | ooked with nmild curiosity at my nose, and answered,

"Then perhaps you'll want to speak to the Waver? He's down in the glade now, unless he went out
with the woodsl edge. O would you rather talk first to one of the Celibates?"

"I"'mnot sure. |I'mexceedingly ignorant-"

The young man | aughed and bowed. "I am honored!" he said. "I've lived here three years, but

haven't yet acquired enough ignorance to be worth mentioning." He was highly anused, but his
manner was gentle, and | managed to recol |l ect enough scraps of Handdara lore to realize that | had
been boasting, very much as if |I'd come up to himand said, "I'm exceedingly handsone..."

"I meant, | don't know anything about the Foretellers-"

"Enviable!" said the young Indweller. "Behold, we nust sully the plain snowwith footprints, in
order to get anywhere. May | show you the way to the glade? My nane is Goss."

It was a first nane. "Genry," | said, abandoning ny 'L'. | followed Goss farther into the chil
shade of the forest. The narrow path changed direction often, winding up the slope and down agai n;
here and there, near it or away off anong the nassive trunks of the hemmens, stood the snall,
forest-col ored houses. Everything was red and brown, dank, still, fragrant, gloomny. From one of
the houses drifted the faint whistling sweetness of a Karhidish flute. Goss went |ight and quick
graceful as a girl, sone yards ahead of ne. Al at once his white shirt blazed out, and | cane out
after himfrom shadow into full sunlight on a wi de green neadow.

Twenty feet fromus stood a figure, straight, notionless, profiled, the scarlet hieb and white
shirt an inlay of bright enanel against the green of the high grass. A hundred yards beyond him
stood another statue, in blue and white; this one never nmoved or glanced our way all the tinme we
talked with the first one. They were practicing the Handdara di scipline of Presence, which is a
kind of trance-the Handdarata, given to negatives, call it an untrance- involving self-loss (self-
augrment ati on?) through extreme sensual receptiveness and awar eness. Though the technique is the
exact opposite of npst techniques of nysticismit probably is a nystical discipline, tending
towards the experience of |Inmanence; but | can't categorize any practice of the Handdarata with
certainty. Goss spoke to the person in scarlet. As he broke fromhis intense novel essness and

| ooked at us and cane slowy towards us, | felt an awe of him In that noon sunlight he shone of
his own |ight.
He was as tall as |, and slender, with a clear, open, and beautiful face. As his eyes nmet mne

was suddenly noved to bespeak him to try to reach himwi th the m ndspeech I had never used since

file:/lIG|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/Ur...%20-%20The%20Left%20Hand%200f%20Darkness.txt (20 of 96) [11/1/2004 12:06:21 AM]



file:///G)/Program%20Files/eMul e/l ncomi ng/Ursul a%20K .%20L eGuin%20-%20T he%20L eft%20Hand%200f%20Darkness.txt

| landed on Wnter, and should not use, yet. The inpulse was stronger than the restraint. |
bespoke him There was no response. No contact was made. He continued to | ook straight at ne.
After a nonent he smiled and said in a soft, rather high voice, "You re the Envoy, aren't you?"
| stanmered and said, "Yes."

"My nanme is Faxe. W're honored to receive you. WIIl you stay with us in Gherhord a while?"
"WIlingly. | amseeking to | earn about your practice of Foretelling. And if there's anything
can tell you in return about what | am where | cone fromdash;"

"What ever you like," said Faxe with a serene snile. "This is a pleasant thing, that you should
cross the Ccean of Space, and then add another thousand mles and a crossing of the Kargav to your
journey to cone to us here."

"I wanted to cone to Gt herhord because of the fane of its predictions.”

"You want to watch us foretelling, then, perhaps. Or have you a question of your own?"

Hi s clear eyes conpelled truth. "I don't know," | said.
"Nusuth,"said he, "it doesn't matter. Perhaps if you stay a while you'll find if you have a
question, or no question... There are only certain tines, you know, when the Foretellers are able

to neet together, so in any case you'd dwell with us sonme days."

| did, and they were pleasant days. Tine was unorgani zed except for the comunal work, field

| abor, gardeni ng, woodcutting, maintenance, for which transients such as nyself were called on by
what ever group nost needed a hand. Aside fromthe work, a day might pass w thout a word spoken
those | talked with npbst often were young Goss, and Faxe the Waver, whose extraordinary
character, as linpid and unfathomable as a well of very clear water, was a qui ntessence of the
character of the place. In the evenings there m ght be a gathering in the hearth-room of one or
anot her of the |ow, tree-surrounded houses; there was conversation, and beer, and there m ght be
musi ¢, the vigorous nusic of Karhide, nelodically sinple but rhythmcally conplex, always played
extenpore. One night two Indwellers danced, men so old that their hair had whitened, and their

i nbs were skinny, and the downward folds at the outer eye-corners half hid their dark eyes. Their
danci ng was slow, precise, controlled; it fascinated eye and mind. They began danci ng during Third
Hour after dinner. Miusicians joined in and dropped out at will, all but the drumrer who never
stopped his subtle changing beat. The two old dancers were still dancing at Sixth Hour, midnight,
after five Terran hours. This was the first time | had seen the phenonenon of dot he- the voluntary,
controll ed use of what we call "hysterical strength"-and thereafter | was readier to believe tales
concerning the dd Men of the Handdara.

It was an introverted life, self-sufficient, stagnant, steeped in that singular "ignorance" prized
by the Handdarata and obedient to their rule of inactivity or noninterference. That rule
(expressed in the wordnusuth, which | have to translate as "no natter") is the heart of the cult,
and | don't pretend to understand it. But | began to understand Karhide better, after a hal fnonth
in OGherhord. Under that nation's politics and parades and passions runs an ol d darkness, passive,
anarchic, silent, the fecund darkness of the Handdara.

And out of that silence inexplicably rises the Foreteller's voice.

Young CGoss, who enjoyed acting as ny guide, told ne that nmy question to the Foretellers could
concern anything and be phrased as | liked. "The nore qualified and limted the question, the nore
exact the answer," he said. "Vagueness breeds vagueness. And some questions of course are not
answer abl e. ™

"What if | ask one of those?" | inquired. This hedgi ng seemed sophisticated, but not unfamliar
But | did not expect his answer: "The Waver will refuse it. Unanswerabl e questi ons have w ecked
Foretel ling groups.”

"W ecked then®?"

"Do you know the story of the Lord of Shorth, who forced the Foretellers of Asen Fastness to
answer the questionWat is the neaning of life? Well, it was a couple of thousand years ago. The
Foretellers stayed in the darkness for six days and nights. At the end, all the Celibates were
catatonic, the Zanies were dead, the Pervert clubbed the Lord of Shorth to death with a stone, and
the Weaver... He was a man named Meshe."

"The founder of the Yonesh cult?"

"Yes," said Goss, and laughed as if the story was very funny, but | didn't know whether the joke
was on the Yomeshta or on ne.

| had decided to ask a yes-or-no question, which night at |east make plain the extent and kind of
obscurity or anbiguity in the answer. Faxe confirmed what Goss had said, that the matter of the
question could be one of which the Foretellers were perfectly ignorant. | could ask if the hoolm
crops would be good this year in the northern hem sphere of S, and they woul d answer, having no
previ ous know edge even of the existence of a planet called S. This seened to put the business on
the plane of pure chance divination, along with yarrow stal ks and flipped coins. No, said Faxe,
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not at all, chance was not involved. The whol e process was in fact precisely the reverse of
chance.

"Then you m ndread."

"No," said Faxe, with his serene and candid smle.

"You m ndread without knowi ng you're doing it, perhaps."

"What good would that be? If the asker knew the answer he wouldn't pay our price for it."

I chose a question to which | certainly | acked the answer. Only tine could prove the Foretelling
right or wong, unless it was, as | expected, one of those adnirabl e professional prophecies
applicable to any outcone. It was not a trivial question; | had given up the notion of asking when
it would stop raining, or sone such trifle, when | |earned that the undertaking was a hard and
dangerous one for the nine Foretellers of Oherhord. The cost was high for the asker-two of ny
rubies went to the coffers of the Fastness-but higher for the answerers. And as | got to know

Faxe, if it becane difficult to believe that he was a professional faker it becane still nore
difficult to believe that he was an honest, self-deluded faker; his intelligence was as hard,
clear, and polished as ny rubies. | dared set no trap for him | asked what | nost wanted to know.
On Onnet herhad, the 18th of the nonth, the nine net together in a big building usually kept

| ocked: one high hall, stone-floored and cold, dimMy lighted by a couple of slit-w ndows and a
fire in the deep hearth at one end. They sat on the bare stone in a circle, all of themcloaked
and hooded, rough still shapes like a circle of dolmens in the faint glow of the fire yards away.

Goss, and a couple of other young Indwellers, and a physician fromthe nearest Domai n, watched in
silence fromseats by the hearth while | crossed the hall and entered the circle.

It was all very informal, and very tense. One of the hooded figures | ooked up as | canme anongst
them and | saw a strange face, coarse-featured, heavy, with insolent eyes watching ne.

Faxe sat cross-1egged, not noving, but charged, full of a gathering force that made his |ight,
soft voice crack like an electric bolt. "Ask," he said.

I stood within the circle and asked ny question. "WII this world Gethen be a nenber of the Ekumen
of Known Worlds, five years from now?"

Silence. | stood there, | hung in the center of a spider-web woven of silence.

"It is answerable," the Waver said quietly.

There was a relaxation. The hooded stones seened to soften into novenment; the one who had | ooked
so strangely at nme began to whisper to his neighbor. | left the circle and joined the watchers by
the hearth.

Two of the Foretellers remai ned withdrawn, unspeaking. One of themlifted his left hand fromtine
to time and patted the floor lightly and swiftly ten or twenty tines, then sat notionless again. |
had seen neither of thembefore; they were the Zanies, Goss said. They were insane. Goss called
them "ti me-dividers," which may nean schi zophrenics. Karhidi sh psychol ogi sts, though | acking

m ndspeech and thus like blind surgeons, were ingenious with drugs, hypnosis, spotshock, cryonic
touch, and various nental therapies; | asked if these two psychopaths could not be cured. "Cured?"
CGoss said. "Wuld you cure a singer of his voice?"

Five others of the circle were Indwellers of therhord, adepts in the Handdara di sciplines of
Presence and al so, said Goss, so long as they remmi ned Foretellers, celibate, taking no nate
during their periods of sexual potency. One of these Celibates nust be in kenmer during the
Foretelling. | could pick himout, having learned to notice the subtle physical intensification, a
ki nd of brightness, that signalizes the first phase of kemmer.

Besi de the kemmerer sat the Pervert.

"He came up from Spreve with the physician,” Goss told ne. "Sonme Foretelling groups artifically
arouse perversion in a nornmal person-injecting female or mal e hornones during the days before a
session. It's better to have a natural one. He's willing to cone; likes the notoriety."

Goss used the pronoun that designates a male aninmal, not the pronoun for a hunan being in the
mascul ine role of kemmer. He looked a little enbarrassed. Karhiders discuss sexual matters freely,
and tal k about kemmer with both reverence and gusto, but they are reticent about discussing
perversions-at |east, they were with ne. Excessive prolongation of the kemrer period, with

per manent hornonal inbal ance toward the male or the fenmale, causes what they call perversion; it
is not rare; three or four percent of adults may be physiol ogi cal perverts or abnornal s-nornals,
by our standard. They are not excluded from society, but they are tolerated with some di sdain, as
honbpsexual s are in many bi sexual societies. The Karhidish slang for themishal fdeads. They are
sterile.

The Pervert of the group, after that first |long strange stare at nme, paid no heed to anyone but
the one next to him the kemmerer, whose increasingly active sexuality would be further roused and
finally stinulated into full, female sexual capacity by the insistent, exaggerated nal e-ness of
the Pervert. The Pervert kept talking softly, |eaning towards the kemmerer, who answered little
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and seened to recoil. None of the others had spoken for a long time now, there was no sound but

t he whi sper, whisper of the Pervert's voice. Faxe was steadily watching one of the Zanies. The
Pervert laid his hand quickly and softly on the kenmerer's hand. The kemmerer avoi ded the touch
hastily, with fear or disgust, and | ooked across at Faxe as if for help. Faxe did not nove. The
kenmerer kept his place, and kept still when the Pervert touched himagain. One of the Zanies
lifted up his face and | aughed a | ong fal se crooning |augh, "Ah-ah-ah-ah..."

Faxe raised his hand. At once each face in the circle turned to himas if he had gathered up their
gazes into a sheaf, a skein.

It had been afternoon and raining when we entered the hall. The gray light had soon di ed out of
the slit-wi ndows under the eaves. Now whitish strips of light stretched |ike slanting phantasmnal
sails, long triangles and oblongs, fromwall to floor, over the faces of the nine; dull scraps and
shreds of light fromthe noon rising over the forest, outside. The fire had burned down | ong since
and there was no light but those strips and slants of di mess creeping across the circle,
sketching out a face, a hand, a novel ess back. For a while | saw Faxe's profile rigid as pale
stone in a diffuse dust of light. The diagonal of noonlight crept on and cane to a black hunp, the
kemmerer, head bowed on his knees, hands clenched on the floor, body shaken by a regular trenor
repeated by theslutter-pat-pat of the Zany's hands on stone in darkness across the circle. They
were all connected, all of them as if they were the suspension-points of a spiderweb. | felt,

whet her | wi shed or not, the connection, the communication that ran, wordless, inarticulate,

t hrough Faxe, and which Faxe was trying to pattern and control, for he was the center, the Waver.
The dimlight fragmented and di ed away creeping up the eastern wall. The web of force, of tension
of silence, grew

| tried to keep out of contact with the nminds of the Foretellers. | was nade very uneasy by that
silent electric tension, by the sense of being drawn in, of beconming a point or figure in the
pattern, in the web. But when | set up a barrier, it was worse: | felt cut off and cowered inside
my own m nd obsessed by hallucinations of sight and touch, a stew of wild i mages and noti ons,
abrupt visions and sensations all sexually charged and grotesquely violent, a red-and-black

seething of erotic rage. | was surrounded by great gaping pits with ragged |ips, vagi nas, wounds,
hel Il mouths, | lost ny balance, | was falling... If | could not shut out this chaos | would fal
i ndeed, | would go nad, and there was no shutting it out. The enpathic and paraverbal forces at

wor k, i mrensely powerful and confused, rising out of the perversion and frustration of sex, out of
an insanity that distorts time, and out of an appalling discipline of total concentration and
apprehensi on of imediate reality, were far beyond ny restraint or control. And yet they were
controlled: the center was still Faxe. Hours and seconds passed, the noonlight shone on the wong
wal |, there was no nmoonlight only darkness, and in the center of all darkness Faxe: the Waver: a
worman, a wonman dressed in light. The Iight was silver, the silver was arnor, an arnored wonman with
a sword. The light burned sudden and intolerable,- the Ilight along her linbs, the fire, and she
screamed aloud in terror and pain, "Yes, yes, yes!"

The crooning | augh of the Zany began, "Ah-ah-ah-ah," and rose higher and higher into a wavering
yell that went on and on, nuch | onger than any voice could go on yelling, right across tinme. There
was noverent in the darkness, scuffling and shuffling, a redistribution of ancient centuries, an
evasi on of foreshadows. "Light, light," said an i mense voice in vast syllables once or

i nnunmerable tinmes. "Light. Log on the fire, there. Sonme light." It was the physician from Spreve.
He had entered the circle. It was all broken. He was kneeling by the Zanies, the frail est ones,
the fuse-points; both of themlay huddl ed up on the floor. The kemmerer lay with his head on
Faxe's knees, breathing in gasps, still trenbling; Faxe's hand, with absent gentl eness, stroked
his hair. The Pervert was off by hinself in a corner, sullen and dejected. The sessi on was over,

ti me passed as usual, the web of power had fallen apart into indignity and weari ness. Were was ny
answer, the riddle of the oracle, the anmbiguous utterance of prophecy?

I knelt down beside Faxe. He | ooked at ne with his clear eyes. For that instant | saw himas | had
seen himin the dark, as a wonan arned in light and burning in a fire, crying out, "Yes-"

Faxe's soft speaki ng-voice broke the vision. "Are you answered, Asker?"

"l am answered, Waver."

I ndeed | was answered. Five years fromnow Gethen woul d be a nenber of the Ekunmen: yes. No

riddl es, no hedging. Even then | was aware of the quality of that answer, not so much a prophecy
as an observation. | could not evade ny own certainty that the answer was right. It had the

i mperative clarity of a hunch.

We have NAFAL shi ps and instantaneous transm ssion and m ndspeech, but we haven't yet taned hunch
to run in harness; for that trick we nust go to Gethen

"I serve as the filanent," Faxe said to ne a day or two after the Foretelling. "The energy builds
up and builds up in us, always sent back and back, redoubling the inmpulse every tine, until it
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breaks through and the light is in me, around ne, | amthe light... The A d Man of Arbin Fastness
once said that if the Waver could be put in a vacuum at the nonment of the Answer, he'd go on
burning for years. That's what the Yoneshta believe of Meshe: that he saw past and future clear
not for a nonment, but all during his life after the Question of Shorth. It's hard to believe.
doubt a man could endure it. But no natter..."

Nusut h, the ubiquitous and anbi guous negative of the Handdara.

W were strolling side by side, and Faxe |ooked at me. His face, one of the nost beautiful human
faces | ever saw, seemed hard and delicate as carved stone. "In the darkness," he said, "there
were ten; not nine. There was a stranger."

"Yes, there was. | had no barrier against you. You are a Listener, Faxe, a natural enpath; and
probably a powerful natural telepath as well. That's why you're the Waver, the one who can keep
the tensions and responses of the group running in a self-augnenting pattern until the strain
breaks the pattern itself and you reach through for your answer."

He Iistened with grave interest. "It is strange to see the mysteries of ny discipline from
outside, through your eyes. |I've only seen themfromwthin, as a disciple."”
"If you permt-if you wish, Faxe, | should Iike to comunicate with you in mndspeech.” | was sure

now t hat he was a natural Conmunicant; his consent and a little practice should serve to |ower his
unwitting barrier

"Once you did that, | would hear what others think?"

"No, no. No nore than you do already as an enpath. M ndspeech is conmuni cation, voluntarily sent
and received. "

"Then why not speak al oud?"

"Well, one can lie, speaking."

"Not mi ndspeaki ng?"

"Not intentionally."

Faxe considered a while. "That's a discipline that nust arouse the interest of kings, politicians,
men of business.”

"Men of business fought against the use of m ndspeech when it first was found to be a teachabl e
skill; they outlawed it for decades."

Faxe smled. "And kings?"

"W have no nore kings."

"Yes. | see that... Well, | thank you, Genry. But mny business is unlearning, not learning. And |I'd
rather not yet learn an art that would change the world entirely.”

"By your own foretelling this world will change, and within five years."

"And 1'Il change with it, Genry. But | have no wish to change it."

It was raining, the long, fine rain of Gethenian sumer. W wal ked under the henmen-trees on the
sl opes above the Fastness, where there were no paths. Light fell gray anong dark branches, clear
wat er dropped fromthe scarlet needles. The air was chill yet mld, and full of the sound of rain.
"Faxe, tell ne this. You Handdarata have a gift that nmen on every world have craved. You have it.
You can predict the future. And yet you live like the rest of us- it doesn't seemtomtter-"
."How should it matter, Genry?"

"Well, look. For instance, this rivalry between Karhi de and Orgoreyn, this quarrel about the
Sinoth Valley. Karhide has |ost face badly these |ast weeks, | gather. Now why didn't King Argaven
consult his Foretellers, asking which course to take, or which menber of the kyorreny to choose as
prime mnister, or sonething of that sort?"

"The questions are hard to ask."

"I don't see why. He mght sinply ask, Who'll serve ne best as prinme mnister?-and |leave it at
that."

"He m ght. But he doesn't know whatserving himbest may nean. It night nmean the man chosen woul d
surrender the valley to Orgoreyn, or go into exile, or assassinate the king; it mght nean many
thi ngs he woul dn't expect or accept.”

"He'd have to make his question very precise."

"Yes. Then there'd be many questions, you see. Even the king nust pay the price."

"You' d charge him hi gh?"

"Very high," said Faxe tranquilly. "The Asker pays what he can afford, as you know. Kings have in
fact come to the Foretellers; but not very often..."

"What if one of the Foretellers is hinself a powerful nan?"

"I ndwel  ers of the Fastness have no ranks or status. | nay be sent to Erhenrang to the kyorreny;
well, if I go, | take back ny status and nmy shadow, but ny foretelling's at an end. If | had a
question while |I served in the kyorreny, |1'd go to Orgny Fastness there, pay ny price, and get ny
answer. But we in the Handdara don't want answers. It's hard to avoid them but we try to."
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"Faxe, | don't think I understand."

"Well, we cone here to the Fastnesses nmostly to | earn what questions not to ask."

"But you're the Answerers!”

"You don't see yet, Genry, why we perfected and practice Foretelling?"

"No- "

"To exhibit the perfect usel essness of knowi ng the answer to the wong question."

| pondered that a good while, as we wal ked side by side through the rain, under the dark branches
of the Forest of Qtherhord. Wthin the white hood Faxe's face was tired and quiet, its |ight
quenched. Yet he still awed me a little. Wien he | ooked at ne with his clear, kind, candid eyes,
he | ooked at ne out of a tradition thirteen thousand years old: a way of thought and way of life
so old, so well established, so integral and coherent as to give a human being the

unsel f consci ousness, the authority, the conpleteness of a wild animal, a great strange creature
who | ooks straight at you out of his eternal present..

"The unknown," said Faxe's soft voice in the forest, "the unforetold, the unproven, that is what
life is based on. Ignorance is the ground of thought. Unproof is the ground of action. If it were
proven that there is no God there would be no religion. No Handdara, no Yonesh, no hearthgods,
nothing. But also if it were proven that there is a God, there would be no religion... Tell neg,
Genry, what is known? What is sure, predictable, inevitable-the one certain thing you know
concerning your future, and m ne?"

"That we shall die."

"Yes. There's really only one question that can be answered, Genry, and we al ready know the
answer. ... The only thing that makes life possible is permanent, intolerable uncertainty: not
knowi ng what cones next."

6. One Way into Orgoreyn

THE COOK, WHOwas al ways at the house very early, woke me up; | sleep sound, and he had to shake ne
and say in ny ear, "Wake up, wake up, Lord Estraven, there's a runner come fromthe King' s House!"
At last | understood him and confused by sleep and urgency got up in haste and went to the door
of nmy room where the nessenger waited, and so | entered stark naked and stupid as a newborn child
into ny exile.

Readi ng the paper the runner gave ne | said in ny nind that | had | ooked for this, though not so
soon. But when | rmust watch the man nail that dammed paper on the door of the house, then | felt
as if he mght as well be driving the nails into nmy eyes, and | turned from hi mand stood bl ank
and bereft, undone with pain, which | had not |ooked for.

That fit past, | saw to what nmust be done, and by Ninth Hour striking on the gongs was gone from
the Pal ace. There was nothing to keep ne long. | took what | could take. As for properties and
banked nonies, | could not raise cash fromthem w thout endangering the men | dealt with, and the
better friends they were to nme the worse their danger. | wote to nmy old kemrering Ashe how he

nm ght get the profit of certain valuable things to keep for our sons' use, but told himnot to try
to send me noney, for Tibe would have the border watched. | could not sign the letter. To cal
anyone by tel ephone would be to send themto jail, and | hurried to be gone before sone friend
shoul d cone in innocence to see ne, and |l ose his noney and his freedomas a reward for his
friendship.

I set off west through the city. | stopped at a street-crossing and thought, Wy should I not go
east, across the nmountains and the plains back to Kerm Land, a poor nan afoot, and so come hone to
Estre where | was born, that stone house on a bitter nountainside: why not go hone? Three tinmes or
four | stopped thus and | ooked back. Each tine | saw anpong the indifferent street-faces one that
m ght be the spy sent to see ne out of Erhenrang, and each tinme | thought of the folly of trying
to go horme. As well kill nyself. | was born to live in exile, it appeared, and nmy one way hone was
by way of dying. So | went on westward and turned back no nore.

The three days' grace | had would see ne, given no mishap, at farthest to Kuseben on the Gl f,
eighty-five mles. Mst exiles have had a night's warning of the Oder of their Exile and so a
chance to take passage on a ship down the Sess before the shiprmasters are liable to punishnment for
giving aid. Such courtesy was not in Tibe's vein. No shi pmaster woul d dare take nme now, they al

knew ne at the Port, | having built it for Argaven. No | andboat would let ne ride, and to the | and
border from Erhenrang is four hundred nmiles. | had no choice but Kuseben afoot.
The cook had seen that. | had sent himoff at once, but |eaving, he had set out all the ready food

he could find done up in a packet as fuel for ny three days' run. That kindness saved nme, and al so
saved ny courage, for whenever on the road | ate of that fruit and bread |I thought, "There's one
man thinks me no traitor; for he gave ne this."

It is hard, | found, to be called traitor. Strange how hard it is, for it's an easy nane to cal
anot her man; a name that sticks, that fits, that convinces. | was half convinced nyself.
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| cane to Kuseben at dusk of the third day, anxious and footsore, for these last years in
Erhenrang | had gone all to grease and luxury and had lost my wind for wal king; and there waiting
for ne at the gate of the little town was Ashe.

Seven years we were kemmerings, and had two sons. Being of his flesh born they had his nane Foreth
remir Osboth, and were reared in that C anhearth. Three years ago he had gone to Orgny Fastness
and he wore now the gold chain of a Celibate of the Foretellers. W had not seen each other those
three years, yet seeing his face in the twilight under the arch of stone | felt the old habit of
our love as if it had been broken yesterday, and knew the faithfulness in himthat had sent himto
share nmy ruin. And feeling that unavailing bond close on ne anew, | was angry; for Ashe's |ove had
al ways forced ne to act against ny heart.

I went on past him If | nust be cruel no need to hide it, pretendi ng ki ndness. "Therem" he
called after me, and followed. | went fast down the steep streets of Kuseben towards the wharves.
A south wind was blowing up fromthe sea, rustling the black trees of the gardens, and through
that warm storny sumer dusk | hastened fromhimas froma nurderer. He caught up with me, for

was too footsore to keep up ny pace. He said, "Therem 1'Il go with you."

| made no answer.

"Ten years ago in this nonth of Tuwa we took oath-"

"And three years ago you broke it, leaving ne, which was a wi se choice."

"I never broke the vow we swore, Therem"

"True. There was none to break. It was a false vow, a second vow. You know it; you knew it then
The only true vow of faithfulness | ever swore was not spoken, nor could it be spoken, and the man
| swore it to is dead and the prom se broken, [ong ago. You owe nme nothing, nor | you. Let ne go."
As | spoke ny anger and bitterness turned from Ashe agai nst nyself and nmy own |ife, which |ay
behind ne |like a broken pronise. But Ashe did not know this, and the tears stood in his eyes. He

said, "WII| you take this, Theren? | owe you nothing, but | love you well." He held a little
packet out to ne.

"No. | have noney, Ashe. Let ne go. | must go alone.” | went on, and he did not follow ne. But ny
brother's shadow foll owed nme. | had done ill to speak of him | had done ill in all things.

I found no luck waiting for ne at the harbor. No ship from Ogoreyn lay in port that | night board
and so be off Karhide's ground by m dnight, as | was bound to be. Few nen were on the wharves and
those few all hurrying honeward; the one | found to speak to, a fishernman nending the engi ne of
his boat, |ooked once at me and turned his back unspeaking. At that | was afraid. The man knew ne;
he woul d not have known unwarned. Tibe had sent his hirelings to forestall me and keep ne in
Karhide till my tinme ran out. | had been busy with pain and rage, but not with fear, till now |
had not thought that the Order of Exile mght be nere pretext for ny execution. Once Sixth Hour
struck | was fair ganme for Tibe's nen, and none could cry Miurder, but only Justice done.

| sat down on a ball ast-sack of sand there in the windy glare and darkness of the port. The sea

sl apped and sucked at the pilings, and fishing-boats jogged at their nmoorings, and out at the end
of the long pier burned a lanp. | sat and stared at the |light and past it at darkness over the
sea. Sone rise to present danger, not |I. My gift is forethought. Threatened closely | grow stupid,
and sit on a bag of sand wondering if a nan could swimto Orgoreyn. The ice has been out of
Charisune Gulf for a nonth or two, one nmight stay alive a while in the water. It is a hundred and

fifty mles to the Orgota shore. I do not know howto swim Wen | |ooked away fromthe sea and
back up the streets of Kuseben | found nyself |ooking for Ashe in hopes he still was follow ng ne.
Havi ng come to that, shanme pushed me out of stupor, and | was able to think

Bribery or violence was ny choice if | dealt with that fisherman still at work in his boat in the

i nner dock: a faulty engine seened not worth either. Theft, then. But the engines of fishing craft
are | ocked. To bypass the locked circuit, start the engine, steer the boat out of dock under the
pier-lanps and so off to Orgoreyn, having never run a notorboat, seened a silly desperate venture.
I had not run a boat but rowed one on |Icefoot Lake in Kermi and there was a rowboat tied up in the
out er dock between two | aunches. No sooner seen than stolen. | ran out the pier under the staring
| anps, hopped into the boat, untied the painter, shipped the oars and rowed out onto the swelling
har bor-wat er where the lights slipped and dazzl ed on black waves. Wien | was pretty well away |
stopped rowing to reset the thole of one oar, for it was not working snoothly and | had, though
hoped to be picked up next day by an Orgota patrol O fishernman, a good bit of rowing to do. As |

bent to the oarlock a weakness ran all through my body. | thought | would faint, and crouched back
in a heap on the thwart. It was the sickness of cowardice overconming nme. But | had not known ny
cowardice lay so heavy in ny belly. | lifted ny eyes and saw two figures on the pier's end |ike

two junping black twigs in the distant electric glare across the water, and then | began to think
that my paralysis was not an effect of terror, but of a gun at extrenme range.
I could see that one of themheld a foray gun, and had it been past m dnight | suppose he woul d
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have fired it and killed ne; but the foray gun nakes a | oud noise and that woul d want expl ai ni ng
So they had used a sonic gun. At stun setting a sonic gun can locate its resonance-field only
within a hundred feet or so. I do not knowits range at |lethal setting, but | had not been far out
of it, for I was doubled up like a baby with colic. | found it hard to breathe, the weakened field
havi ng caught nme in the chest. As they woul d soon have a powered boat out to cone finish ne off, |
could not spend any nore time hunched over ny oars gaspi ng. Darkness |ay behind my back, before

the boat, and into darkness |I must row. | rowed with weak arns, watching nmy hands to nmake sure
kept hold of the oars, for | could not feel my grip. | cane thus into rough water and the dark,
out on the open Gulf. There | had to stop. Wth each oarstroke the nunbness of my arns increased
My heart kept bad time, and ny lungs had forgotten howto get air. | tried to row but | was not
sure nmy arns were noving. | tried to pull the oars into the boat then, but could not. Wen the
sweeplight of a harbor patrol ship picked ne out of the night Iike a snowflake on soot, | could

not even turn nmy eyes away fromthe glare.
They uncl enched ny hands fromthe oars, hauled nme up out of the boat, and laid nme out like a

gutted black-fish on the deck of the patrol ship. | felt themlook down at nme but could not well
under stand what they said, except for one, the ship's master by his tone; he said, "It's not Sixth
Hour yet," and again, answering another, "Wat affair of mne is that? The king exiled him 1"l

follow the king's order, no | esser man's."

So agai nst radi o conmands from Ti be's nen ashore and agai nst the argunents of his mate, who feared
retribution, that officer of the Kuseben Patrol took nme across the Gulf of Charisune and set ne
ashore safe in Shelt Port in Orgoreyn. Wiether he did this in shifgrethor against Tibe' s nmen who
woul d kill an unarnmed man, or in kindness, | do not know. Nusuth. "The admrable is inexplicable.”

| got up on ny feet when the Orgota coast cane gray out of the norning fog, and | made ny | egs
nmove, and wal ked fromthe ship into the waterfront streets of Shelt, but sonewhere there | fel
down again. Wien | woke | was in the Commensal Hospital of Charisune Coastal Area Four, Twenty-
fourth Conmensality, Sennethny. | nmade sure of this, for it was engraved or enbroidered in Orgota
script on the headpi ece of the bed, the [ anp-stand by the bed, the netal cup on the bedtable, the
bedt abl e, the nurses' hiebs, the bedcovers and the bed-shirt I wore. A physician cane and said to
me, "Why did you resist dothe?"

"I was not in dothe," | said, "I was in a sonic field."

"Your symptons were those of a person who has resisted the relaxati on phase of dothe." He was a
dom neering old physician, and made nme adnmit at |last that | might have used dothe-strength to
counter the paralysis while | rowed, not clearly knowing that | did so; then this nmorning, during
t het hangen phase when one nust keep still, | had got up and wal ked and so near killed nyself. Wen
all that was settled to his satisfaction he told me | could |leave in a day or two, and went on to
the next bed. Behind himcane the |nspector

Behi nd every man in Orgoreyn cones the |nspector.

"Nane?" _

I did not ask himhis. | nust learn to live w thout shadows as they do in Orgoreyn; not to take

of fense; not to offend uselessly. But | did not give himny | and-nanme, which is no business of any
man in Orgoreyn.

"Therem Harth? That is not an Orgota nane. Wat Comensality?"

"Kar hi de. "

"That is not a Commensality of Orgoreyn. \Were are your papers of entry and identification?"

Wiere were ny papers?

I had been considerably rolled about in the streets of Shelt before soneone had ne carted off to
the hospital, where | had arrived without papers, belongings, coat, shoes, or cash. Wwen | heard
this | let go of anger and | aughed; at the pit's bottomis no anger. The Inspector was of fended by
my |laughter. "Do you not understand that you are an indigent and unregi stered alien? How do you
intend to return to Karhide?"

"By coffin."

"You are not to give inappropriate answers to official questions. If you have no intention to
return to your own country you will be sent to the Voluntary Farm where there is a place for
crimnal riffraff, aliens, and unregi stered persons. There is no other place for indigents and
subversives in Orgoreyn. You had better declare your intention to return to Karhide within three
days, or | shall be-"

"I''"m proscribed from Kar hi de. "

The physician, who had turned around fromthe next bed at the sound of my nane, drew the | nspector
aside and nuttered at hima while. The Inspector got to | ooking sour as bad beer, and when he cane
back to nme he said, taking long to say it and grudgi ng ne each word, "Then | assune you wil |
declare your intention to ne to enter application for perm ssion to obtain permanent residence in
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the Great Commensality of Orgoreyn pending your obtaining and retaining useful enploynment as a
digit of a Commensality or Townshi p?"

| said, "Yes." The joke was gone out of it with that wordpernanent, a skull-word if there ever was
one.

After five days | was granted permanent residence pending ny registry as a digit in the Township
of M shnory (which | had requested), and was issued tenporary papers of identification for the
journey to that city. | would have been hungry those five days, if the old physician had not kept
me in the hospital. He liked having a Prime M nister of Karhide in his ward, and the Prine

M ni ster was grateful.

I worked my way to Mshnory as a | andboat | oader on a fresh-fish caravan from Shelt. A fast snelly
trip, ending in the great Markets of South M shnory, where | soon found work in the ice-houses.
There is always work in such places in sumer, with the | oadi ng and packi ng and storing and

shi ppi ng of perishable stuff. | handled nostly fish, and lodged in an island by the Markets with
my fellows fromthe ice-house; Fish Island they called it; it stank of us. But | liked the job for
keeping me nost of the day in the refrigerated warehouse. M shnory in summer is a steambath. The
doors of the hills are shut; the river boils; nmen sweat. In the nmonth of Cckre there were ten days
and ni ghts when the tenperature never went bel ow sixty degrees, and one day the heat rose to 88°.
Driven out into that snelting-furnace frommy cold fishy refuge at day's end, | would walk a
couple of niles to the Kunderer Enmbanknment, where there are trees and one may see the great river
t hough not get down to it. There | would roamlate and go back at last to Fish Island through the
fierce, close night. In ny part of Mshnory they broke the streetlanps, to keep their doings in
the dark. But the Inspectors' cars were forever snooping and spotlighting those dark streets,
taking frompoor nen their one privacy, the night.

The new Alien Registry Law enacted in the nonth of Kus as a nove in the shadowfight w th Karhide
invalidated ny registration and lost me ny job, and | spent a halfnonth waiting in the anteroons
of infinite Inspectors. My mates at work |l ent ne noney and stole fish for my dinner, so that | got
re-regi stered before I starved; but | had heard the lesson. | liked those hard | oyal nen, but they
lived in a trap there was no getting out of, and I had work to do anong people | liked less. |
made the calls | had put off for three nonths.

Next day | was washing out ny shirt in the wash-house in the courtyard of Fish Island along with
several others, all of us naked or half naked, when through the steam and stink of grinme and fish
and the clatter of water | heard sonmeone call nme by nmy |andname: and there was Conmensal Yegey in
t he wash- house, | ooking just as he had | ooked at the Reception of the Archipel agan Anbassador in
the Cerenonial Hall of the Palace in Erhenrang seven nonths before. "Come along out of this,
Estraven,"” he said in the high, loud, nasal voice of the Mshnory rich. "Ch, |eave the damed
shirt."

"I haven't got another."

"Fish it out of that soup then and cone on. It's hot in here."

The others stared at himw th dour curiosity, knowing hima rich man, but they did not know him
for a Comensal. | did not like his being there; he should have sent someone after nme. Very few
Orgota have any feeling for decency. | wanted to get himout of there. The shirt was no good to ne
wet, so | told a hearthless |ad that hung about the courtyard to keep it on his back for ne till |
returned. My debts and rent were paid and nmy papers in ny hieb-pocket; shirtless | left the island
in the Markets, and went with Yegey back anong the houses of the powerful

As his "secretary" | was again re-registered in the rolls of Orgoreyn, not as a digit but as a
dependent. Nanes won't do, they nmust have | abels, and say the kind before they can see the thing
But this tine their label fit, | was dependent, and soon was brought to curse the purpose that
brought nme here to eat another man's bread. For they gave me no sign for a nonth yet that | was
any nearer achieving that purpose than | had been at Fish I|sland.

On the rainy evening of the last day of sunmer Yegey sent for ne to his study, where | found him
talking with the Cormensal of the Sekeve District, Obsle, whom| had known when he headed the
Orgota Naval Trade Conmi ssion in Erhenrang. Short and swaybacked, with little triangular eyes in a
fat, flat face, he was an odd match with Yegey, all delicacy and bone. The frunp and the fop, they
| ooked, but they were sonething nore than that. They were two of the Thirty-Three who rule
Orgoreyn; yet again, they were sonething nore than that.

Pol i tenesses exchanged and a dram of Sithish Iifewater drunk, Obsle sighed and said to ne, "Now
tell me why you did what you did in Sassinoth, Estraven, for if there was ever a nman | thought
unable to err in the timng of an act or the weighing of shifgrethor, that nan was you."

"Fear outweighed caution in ne, Commensal."

"Fear of what the devil? What are you afraid of, Estraven?"

"Of what's happening now. The continuation of the prestige-struggle in the Sinoth Valley; the
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humiliation of Karhide, the anger that rises fromhuniliation; the use of that anger by the
Kar hi di sh Government . "

"Use? To what end?"

bsl e has no manners; Yegey, delicate and prickly, broke in, "Comensal, Lord Estraven is ny guest
and need not suffer questioning-"

"Lord Estraven will answer questions when and as he sees fit, as he ever did," said Cbsle
grinning, a needle hidden in a heap of grease. "He knows hinself between friends, here."”

"I take my friends where | find them Conmensal, but | no longer |ook to keep themlong."

"l can see that. Yet we can pull a sledge together w thout being kenmerings, as we say in Eskeve-
eh? What the devil, | know what you were exiled for, ny dear: for liking Karhide better than its
ki ng."

"Rat her for liking the king better than his cousin, perhaps."”

"Or for liking Karhide better than Orgoreyn," said Yegey. "Am| wong, Lord Estraven?"

"No, Conmensal ."

"You think, then," said Cbsle, "that Tibe wants to run Karhide as we run O goreyn-efficiently?"
"I do. | think that Tibe, using the Sinoth Valley dispute as a goad, and sharpening it at need,
may within a year work a greater change in Karhide than the | ast thousand years have seen. He has
a nodel to work from the Sarf. And he knows how to play on Argaven's fears. That's easier than
trying to arouse Argaven's courage, as | did. If Tibe succeeds, you gentlenmen will find you have
an eneny worthy of you."

bsl e nodded. "I waive shifgrethor," said Yegey, "what are you getting at, Estraven?”

"This: WIIl the Geat Continent hold two Orgoreyns?"

"Aye, aye, aye, the sane thought," said Obsle, "the sane thought: you planted it in ny head a | ong
ti me ago, Estraven, and | never can uproot it. Qur shadow grows too long. It will cover Karhide
too. A feud between two O ans, yes; a foray between two towns, yes; a border-dispute and a few

bar n- burni ngs and nurders, yes; but a feud between two nations? a foray involving fifty million
soul s? O by Meshe's sweet nmilk, that's a picture that has set fire to ny sleep, some nights, and
made ne get up sweating... W are not safe, we are not safe. You know it, Yegey; you' ve said it in

your own way, nany tines."

"I'"ve voted thirteen tines now agai nst pressing the Sinoth Valley dispute. But what good? The
Domi nation faction holds twenty votes ready at command, and every nove of Tibe's strengthens the
Sarf's control over those twenty. He builds a fence across the valley, puts guards along the fence
armed with foray guns-foray guns! | thought they kept themin nuseunms. He feeds the Domi nation
faction a chall enge whenever they need one."

"And so strengthens Orgoreyn. But al so Karhide. Every response you nmake to his provocations, every
hum [ iation you inflict upon Karhide, every gain in your prestige, will serve to make Karhide
stronger, until it is your equal-controlled all fromone center as Orgoreyn is. And in Karhide
they don't keep foray guns in nuseuns. The King's Guard carry them"

Yegey poured out another dram around of |ifewater. Orgota noblemen drink that precious fire,
brought five thousand mles over the foggy seas fromSith, as if it were beer. Cbsle w ped his
nmout h and bl inked his eyes.

"Well," he said, "all that is nmuch as | thought, and nuch as | think. And | think we have a sl edge
to pull together. But | have a question before we get in harness, Estraven. You have ny hood down
over ny eyes entirely. Now tell ne: what was all this obscuration, obfuscation and fiddl efaddle
concerning an Envoy fromthe far side of the nobon?"

Genly A, then, had requested perm ssion to enter O goreyn.

"The Envoy? He is what he says he is."

"And that is-"

"An envoy from anot her world."

"None of your dammed shadowy Karhidi sh nmetaphors, now, Estraven. | waive shifgrethor, | discard
it. WIl you answer me?"

"l have done so."

"He is an alien being?" Obsle said, and Yegey, "And he has had audi ence with King Argaven?"

I answered yes to both. They were silent a minute and then both started to speak at once, neither
trying to mask his interest. Yegey was for circumanbul ating, but Obsle went to the point. "What
was he in your plans, then? You staked yourself on him it seens, and fell. Wy?"

"Because Tibe tripped nme. | had ny eyes on the stars, and didn't watch the nud | wal ked in."
"You' ve taken up astronony, ny dear?"

"We'd better all take up astronony, Cbsle.”

"I's he a threat to us, this Envoy?"

"I think not. He brings fromhis people offers of comunication, trade, treaty, and alliance,
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not hi ng el se. He cane alone, without arnms or defense, with nothing but a communicating device, and

his ship, which he allowed us to exam ne conpletely. He is not to be feared, | think. Yet he
brings the end of Kingdom and Commensalities with himin his enpty hands."
n \My?ll

"How shall we deal with strangers, except as brothers? How shall Gethen treat with a union of

ei ghty worlds, except as a world?"

"Ei ghty worlds?" said Yegey, and | aughed uneasily. Obsle stared at ne athwart and said, "I'd like
to think that you've been too long with the madman in his pal ace and had gone mad yoursel f... Name
of Meshe! What's this babble of alliances with the suns and treaties with the mon? How did the
fellow cone here, riding on a conet? astride a neteor? A ship, what sort of ship floats on air? On
voi d space? Yet you're no nadder than you ever were, Estraven, which is to say shrewdly nad,

wi sely mad. All Karhiders are insane. Lead on, ny lord, | follow Go on!"

"I go nowhere, Qbsle. Wiere have | to go? You, however, may get somewhere. |f you should follow
the Envoy a little way, he might show you a way out of the Sinoth Valley, out of the evil course
we're caught in."

"Very good. I'Il take up astronony in ny old age. Wiere will it |lead nme?"

"Toward greatness, if you go nore wisely than | went. Gentlenen, |'ve been with the Envoy, |'ve
seen his ship that crossed the void, and | know that he is truly and exactly a nmessenger from

el sewhere than this earth. As to the honesty of his nmessage and the truth of his descriptions of
that el sewhere, there is no know ng; one can only judge as one would judge any man; if he were one
of us | should call himan honest man. That you'll judge for yourselves, perhaps. But this is
certain: in his presence, lines drawn on the earth nake no boundaries, and no defense. There is a
greater challenger than Karhide at the doors of Orgoreyn. The nen who neet that chall enge, who
first open the doors of earth, will be the |leaders of us all. All: the Three Continents: all the
.earth. Qur border nowis no line between two hills, but the line our planet nmakes in circling the
Sun. To stake shifgrethor on any | esser chance is a fool's doing, now"

| had Yegey, but Obsle sat sunk in his fat, watching me fromhis small eyes. "This will take a

month's believing,” he said. "And if it came fromanyone's nouth but yours, Estraven, |1'd believe
it to be pure hoax, a net for our pride woven out of starshine. But | know your stiff neck. Too
stiff to stoop to an assuned disgrace in order to fool us. | can't believe you' re speaking truth
and yet | know a lie would choke you... Well, well. WII he speak to us, as it seens he spoke to
you?"

"That's what he seeks: to speak, to be heard. There or here. Tibe will silence himif he tries to
be heard again in Karhide. | amafraid for him he seens not to understand his danger."

"WIIl you tell us what you know?"

"I will; but is there a reason why he can't cone here and tell you hinsel f?"

Yegey said, biting his fingernail delicately, "I think not. He has requested perm ssion to enter

the Conmmensality. Karhi de nmakes no objection. H s request is under consideration..."

7. The Question of Sex

Fromfield notes of Ong Tot Qppong, Investigator, of the first Ekunenical |anding party on CGethen/
Wnter, Cycle 93 E. Y. 1448.

DAY 81.1t seens likely that they were an experinent. The thought is unpleasant. But now that there
is evidence to indicate that the Terran Col ony was an experinent, the planting of one Hainish
Nornmal group on a world with its own proto-hom nid autocht hones, the possibility cannot be

i gnored. Human genetic mani pul ati on was certainly practiced by the Col oni zers; nothing el se
explains the hilfs of S or the degenerate wi nged hom nids of Rokanan; will anything el se explain
Get heni an sexual physiol ogy? Accident, possibly; natural selection, hardly. Their anbisexuality
has little or no adaptive val ue.

Why pick so harsh a world for an experinment? No answer. Tinibossol thinks the Col ony was

i ntroduced during a major Interglacial. Conditions nmay have been fairly mild for their first 40 or
50, 000 years here. By the time the ice was advanci ng again, the Hai nish Wthdrawal was conplete
and the Col onists were on their own, an experinment abandoned.

| theorize about the origins of Gethenian sexual physiology. Wat do | actually know about it?
Oie Nnms communication fromthe Orgoreyn region has cleared up sone of ny earlier

nm sconceptions. Let nme set down all | know, and after that nmy theories; first things first.

The sexual cycle averages 26 to 28 days (they tend to speak of it as 26 days, approximating it to
the lunar cycle). For 21 or 22 days the individual issomer, sexually inactive, latent. On about
the 18th day hornonal changes are initiated by the pituitary control and on the 22nd or 23rd day
the individual enterskenmmer, estrus. In this first phase of kemmer (Karh.secher) he renains

conpl etely androgynous. Gender, and potency, are not attained in isolation. A Gethenian in first-
phase kenmmer, if kept alone or with others not in kenmer, renains incapable of coitus. Yet the
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sexual inmpulse is tremendously strong in this phase, controlling the entire personality,
subjecting all other drives to its inperative. Wen the individual finds a partner in kemmrer,
hornonal secretion is further stinmulated (nost inmportantly by touch-secretion? scent?) until in
one partner either a male or femal e hornonal domi nance is established. The genitals engorge or
shrink accordingly, foreplay intensifies, and the partner, triggered by the change, takes on the
ot her sexual role (? w thout exception? If there are exceptions, resulting in kemmer-partners of
the sane sex, they are so rare as to be ignored). This second phase of kemmer (Karh.thorharnmen ),
the mutual process of establishing sexuality and potency, apparently occurs within a time-span of
two to twenty hours. |If one of the partners is already in full kemmer, the phase for the newer
partner is liable to be quite short; if the two are entering kenmer together, it is likely to take
| onger. Normal individuals have no predisposition to either sexual role in kemrer; they do not
know whether they will be the male or the female, and have no choice in the matter. (Qie Nm
wote that in the Orgoreyn region the use of hornone derivatives to establish a preferred
sexuality is quite common; | haven't seen this done in rural Karhide.) Once the sex is determ ned
it cannot change during the kemmer-period. The cul mi nant phase of kemmer (Karh.thokemmer ) |asts
fromtwo to five days, during which sexual drive and capacity are at maximum It ends fairly
abruptly, and if conception has not taken place, the individual returns to the soner phase within
a few hours (note: ie NNmthinks this "fourth phase" is the equival ent of the nmenstrual cycle)
and the cycle begins anew. If the individual was in the fenale role and was inpregnated, hornonal
activity of course continues, and for the 8.4-nmonth gestation period and the 6- to 8-nonth

| actation period this individual remains female. The nmal e sexual organs remain retracted (as they
are in soner), the breasts enlarge sonmewhat, and the pelvic girdle widens. Wth the cessati on of
|actation the fenale re-enters somer and becones once nore a perfect androgyne. No physiol ogica
habit is established, and the nother of several children may be the father of several nore.

Soci al observations:very superficial as yet; | have been noving about too nuch to nake coherent
soci al observati ons.

Kemmer is not always played by pairs. Pairing seens to be the comonest custom but in the

kemer houses of towns and cities groups may formand intercourse take place prom scuously anong
the mal es and femal es of the group. The furthest extrene fromthis practice is the custom of vow ng
kemmering (Karh.oskyonmrer ), which is to all intents and purposes nonoganous narriage. It has no
| egal status, but socially and ethically is an ancient and vigorous institution. The whol e
structure of the Karhidish Can-Hearths and Domains is indubitably based upon the institution of
nmonoganmous marriage. | amnot sure of divorce rules in general; here in Gsnoriner there is
divorce, but no remarriage after either divorce or the partner's death: one can only vow kenmmeri ng
once.

Descent of course is reckoned, all over Gethen, fromthe nother, the "parent in the flesh"
(Karh.amha ).

Incest is permitted, with various restrictions, between siblings, even the full siblings of a
vowed- kemrmering pair. Siblings are not however allowed to vow kenmmering, nor keep kenmering after
the birth of a child to one of the pair. Incest between generations is strictly forbidden (in

Kar hi de/ Orgoreyn; but is said to be permtted anong the tribesnen of Perunter, the Antarctic
Continent. This may be sl ander.).

What el se have | learned for certain? That seems to sumit up

There is one feature of this anomal ous arrangenent that night have adaptive val ue. Since coitus
takes place only during the period of fertility, the chance of conception is high, as with al
manmmal s that have an estrous cycle. In harsh conditions where infant nortality is great, a race
survival value nay be indicated. At present neither infant nortality nor the birthrate runs high
in the civilized areas of Gethen. Tinibossol estinates a popul ation of not over 100 million on the
three continents, and considers it to have been stable for at least a millennium R tual and

et hical abstention and the use of contraceptive drugs seemto have played the major part in

mai ntai ning this stability.

There are aspects of anbisexuality which we have only glinpsed or guessed at, and which we may
never grasp entirely. The kemmer phenonenon fascinates all of us Investigators, of course. It
fascinates us, but it rules the Gethenians, dom nates them The structure of their societies, the
managenment of their industry, agriculture, commerce, the size of their settlenents, the subjects
of their stories, everything is shaped to fit the somer-kemer cycle. Everybody has his holiday
once a nonth; no one, whatever his position, is obliged or forced to work when in kemrer. No one
is barred fromthe kemrerhouse, however poor or strange. Everything gives way before the recurring
torment and festivity of passion. This is easy for us to understand. What is very hard for us to
understand is that, four-fifths of the tine, these people are not sexually notivated at all. Room
is made for sex, plenty of room but a room as it were, apart. The society of Gethen, inits
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daily functioning and in its continuity, is wthout sex.

Consi der: Anyone can turn his hand to anything. This sounds very sinple, but its psychol ogica
effects are incal cul able. The fact that everyone between seventeen and thirty-five or so is liable
to be (as Nmput it) "tied down to childbearing,"” inplies that no one is quite so thoroughly
"tied down" here as wonen, el sewhere, are likely to be-psychologically or physically. Burden and
privilege are shared out pretty equally; everybody has the sane risk to run or choice to mnake.
Theref ore nobody here is quite so free as a free mal e anywhere el se.

Consider: A child has no psycho-sexual relationship to his nother and father. There is no nyth of
Cedi pus on Wnter.

Consi der: There is no unconsenting sex, no rape. As with nost manmal s ot her than man, coitus can
be perfornmed only by nutual invitation and consent; otherwise it is not possible. Seduction
certainly is possible, but it nmust have to be awmfully well tined.

Consider: There is no division of humanity into strong and weak hal ves, protective/protected,

dom nant/subm ssive, owner/chattel, active/passive. In fact the whol e tendency to dualismthat
pervades human thinking may be found to be | essened, or changed, on Wnter.

The following nust go into nmy finished Directives: Wen you neet a Getheni an you cannot and nust
not do what a bisexual naturally does, which is to cast himin the role of Man or Wrnan, while
adopting towards hima correspondi ng rol e dependent on your expectations of the patterned or
possi bl e interacti ons between persons of the same or the opposite sex. Qur entire pattern of socio-
sexual interaction is nonexistent here. They cannot play the game. They do not see one another as
men or wonen. This is alnost inpossible for our inagination to accept. What is the first question
we ask about a newborn baby?

Yet you cannot think of a Gethenian as "it." They are not neuters. They are potentials, or
integrals. Lacking the Karhidish "human pronoun" used for persons in somer, | nust say "he," for
the sane reasons as we used the masculine pronoun in referring to a transcendent god: it is |less
defined, less specific, than the neuter or the fenminine. But the very use of the pronoun in ny
thoughts | eads nme continually to forget that the Karhider I amwith is not a man, but a manwoman.
The First Mbile, if one is sent, nust be warned that unless he is very self-assured, or senile,
his pride will suffer. A man wants his virility regarded, a woman wants her fenmninity

appreci ated, however indirect and subtle the indications of regard and appreciation. On Wnter
they will not exist. One is respected and judged only as a human being. It is an appalling

experi ence.

Back to ny theory. Contenplating the notives for such an experinent, if such it was, and trying
perhaps to excul pate our Hainish ancestors fromthe guilt of barbarism of treating lives as
things, | have nade sone guesses as to what they m ght have been after

The soner-kenmer cycle strikes us as degrading, a return to the estrous cycle of the |ower
manmal s, a subjection of hunan beings to the mechanical inperative of rut. It is possible that the
experinmenters wished to see whether human beings | acking continuous sexual potentiality would
remain intelligent and capable of culture.

On the other hand, the linmtation of the sexual drive to a discontinuous tine-segnent, and the
"equalizing" of it in androgyny, nust prevent, to a |large extent, both the exploitation and the
frustration of the drive. There nust be sexual frustration (though society provides as well as it
can against it; so long as the social unit is |arge enough that nore than one person will be in
kenmer at one tine, sexual fulfillment is fairly certain), but at least it cannot build up; it is
over when kemmrer is over. Fine; thus they are spared much waste and madness; but what is left, in
sormer? What is there to sublinate? Wiat would a society of eunuchs achieve? -But of course they
are not eunuchs, in soner, but rather nore conparable to pre-adol escents: not castrate, but

| atent.

Anot her guess concerni ng the hypot hetical experinment's object: The elinination of war. Did the
Anci ent Hai ni sh postul ate that continuous sexual capacity and organi zed soci al aggression, neither
of which are attributes of any mammal but man, are cause and effect? O, |ike Tumass Song Angot,
did they consider war to be a purely nmasculine displacenent-activity, a vast Rape, and therefore
in their experinment elimnate the masculinity that rapes and the femninity that is raped? God
knows. The fact is that Gethenians, though highly conpetitive (as proved by the el aborate socia
channel s provided for conpetition for prestige, etc.) seemnot to be very aggressive; at |east

t hey apparently have never yet had what one could call a war. They kill one another readily by
ones and twos; seldom by tens or twenties; never by hundreds or thousands. Wy?

It may turn out to have nothing to do with their androgyne psychol ogy. There are not very many of
them after all. And there is the climate. The weather of Wnter is so relentless, so near the
limt of tolerability even to themwith all their col d-adaptations, that perhaps they use up their
fighting spirit fighting the cold. The margi nal peoples, the races that just get by, are rarely
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the warriors. And in the end, the dom nant factor in Gethenian life is not sex or any other hunan
thing: it is their environment, their cold world. Here man has a cruel er enenmy even than hinself.
I am a worman of peaceful Chiffewar, and no expert on the attractions of violence or the nature of
war. Sonmeone else will have to think this out. But | really don't see how anyone could put much
stock in victory or glory after he had spent a winter on Wnter, and seen the face of the Ice.

8. Another Way into O goreyn

| SPENT THE SUMMERnDre as an |nvestigator than a Mbile, going about the | and of Karhide fromtown
to town, from Dormain to Domain, watching and |istening-things a Mbile cannot do at first, while
he is still a marvel and nonstrosity, and nmust be forever on show and ready to perform | would
tell my hosts in those rural Hearths and villages who | was; nost of themhad heard a little about
me over the radio and had a vague idea what | was. They were curious, some nore, sonme |ess. Few
were frightened of ne personally, or showed the xenophobic revulsion. An eneny, in Karhide, is not
a stranger, an invader. The stranger who comes unknown is a guest. Your eneny is your neighbor
During the nonth of Kus | lived on the Eastern coast in a Can-Hearth called Gorinhering, a house-
town-fort-farmbuilt up on a hill above the eternal fogs of the Hodom n Ccean. Some five hundred
people lived there. Four thousand years ago | should have found their ancestors living in the sane
pl ace, in the sane kind of house. Along in those four mllennia the electric engi ne was devel oped,
radi os and power |oonms and power vehicles and farm nachinery and all the rest began to be used,
and a Machi ne Age got going, gradually, w thout any industrial revolution, wthout any revol ution
at all. Wnter hasn't achieved in thirty centuries what Terra once achieved in thirty decades.
Neit her has Wnter ever paid the price that Terra paid.

Wnter is an inimcal world; its punishment for doing things wong is sure and pronpt: death from
cold or death fromhunger. No nmargin, no reprieve. A man can trust his luck, but a society can't;
and cultural change, |ike random nutation, may make things chancier. So they have gone very
slowy. At any one point in their history a hasty observer would say that all technol ogica
progress and diffusion had ceased. Yet it never has. Conpare the torrent and the glacier. Both get
where they are going.

| talked a lot with the old people of Gorinhering, and also with the children. It was ny first
chance to see much of Gethenian children, for in Erhenrang they are all in the private or public
Hearths and Schools. A quarter to a third of the adult urban population is engaged full time in
the nurture and education of the children. Here the clan | ooked after its own; nobody and
everybody was responsible for them They were a wild |lot, chasing about over those fog-hidden

hills and beaches. Wen | could round one up |long enough to talk, I found them shy, proud, and

i mrensely trustful

The parental instinct varies as widely on Gethen as anywhere. One can't generalize. | never saw a
Karhider hit a child. | have seen one speak very angrily to a child. Their tenderness toward their
children struck ne as being profound, effective, and al nost wholly unpossessive. Only in that
unpossessi veness does it perhaps differ fromwhat we call the "maternal" instinct. | suspect that

the distinction between a maternal and a paternal instinct is scarcely worth maki ng; the parental
instinct, the wish to protect, to further, is not a sex-linked characteristic..

Early in Hakanna we heard in Gorinhering on the static-fuzzed Palace Bulletin that King Argaven
had announced his expectation of an heir. Not another kemmering-son, of which he already had
seven, but an heir of the body, Kking-son. The king was pregnant.

I found this funny, and so did the clansnmen of Gorinhering, but for different reasons. They said
he was too old to be bearing children, and they got hilarious and obscene on the subject. The old
men went about cackling over it for days. They | aughed at the king, but were not otherw se nuch
interested in him "The Donmains are Karhide," Estraven had said, and |ike so nuch Estraven had
said it kept recurring to nme as | |earned nore. The seenming nation, unified for centuries, was a
stew of uncoordinated principalities, towns, villages, "pseudo-feudal tribal economc units," a
sprawl and splatter of vigorous, conpetent, quarrel some individualities over which a grid of
authority was insecurely and lightly laid. Nothing, | thought, could ever unite Karhide as a
nation. Total diffusion of rapid comruni cati on devices, which is supposed to bring about

nati onal i sm al nost inevitably, had not done so. The Ekunen could not appeal to these people as a
social unit, a nobilizable entity: rather it nust speak to their strong though undevel oped sense
of humanity, of human unity. | got quite excited thinking about this. I was, of course, wong; yet
I had | earned sonet hi ng about GCetheni ans which in the long run proved to be useful know edge.
Unless | was to spend all year in Od Karhide | must return to the West Fall before the passes of
the Kargav cl osed. Even here on the coast there had been two light snowfalls in the | ast nonth of
sunmer. Rather reluctantly | set off west again, and cane to Erhenrang early in Gor, the first
nmont h of autumm. Argaven was now i n seclusion in the sunmer-pal ace at Warrever, and had naned
Permer Harge remir Tibe as Regent during his confinement. Tibe was al ready maki ng the nost of his
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termof power. Wthin a couple of hours of nmy arrival | began to see the flawin nmy anal ysis of
Karhi de-it was already out of date-and al so began to feel unconfortable, perhaps unsafe, in

Er henr ang.

Argaven was not sane; the sinister incoherence of his mnd darkened the nood of his capital; he
fed on fear. Al the good of his reign had been done by his ministers and the kyorremy. But he had
not done much harm Hi s westles with his own nightnares had not damaged the kingdom H s cousin
Ti be was another kind of fish, for his insanity had logic. Tibe knew when to act, and how to act.
Only he did not know when to stop

Ti be spoke on the radi o a good deal. Estraven when in power had never done so, and it was not in
the Karhidish vein: their governnment was not a public performance, nornally; it was covert and
indirect. Tibe, however, orated. Hearing his voice on the air | saw again the |long-toothed smle
and the face masked with a net of fine winkles. H s speeches were |ong and | oud: praises of
Kar hi de, di sparagenents of Orgoreyn, vilifications of "disloyal factions," discussions of the
"integrity of the Kingdom s borders,"” lectures in history and ethics and economics, all in a
ranting, canting, enotional tone that went shrill with vituperation or adulation. He tal ked rmuch
about pride of country and | ove of the parentland, but little about shifgrethor, personal pride or
prestige. Had Karhide | ost so nuch prestige in the Sinoth Valley business that the subject could
not be brought up? No; for he often tal ked about the Sinoth Valley. | decided that he was

del i berately avoiding tal k of shifgrethor because he wi shed to rouse enotions of a nore el emental
uncontrol l able kind. He wanted to stir up sonething which the whole shifgrethor-pattern was a

refi nement upon, a sublimation of. He wanted his hearers to be frightened and angry. Hi s thenes
were not pride and | ove at all, though he used the words perpetually; as he used themthey neant
sel f-praise and hate. He tal ked a great deal about Truth also, for he was, he said, "cutting down
beneath the veneer of civilization."

It is a durable, ubiquitous, specious nmetaphor, that one about veneer (or paint, or pliofilm or
what ever) hiding the nobler reality beneath. It can conceal a dozen fallacies at once. One of the
nmost dangerous is the inplication that civilization, being artificial, is unnatural: that it is
the opposite of primtiveness... O course there is no veneer, the process is one of growth, and
primtiveness and civilization are degrees of the sane thing. If civilization has an opposite, it
is war. O those two things, you have either one, or the other. Not both. It seenmed to ne as |
listened to Tibe's dull fierce speeches that what he sought to do by fear and by persuasion was to
force his people to change a choice they had nade before their history began, the choice between

t hose opposites.

The tinme was ripe, perhaps. Slow as their material and technol ogi cal advance had been, little as
they valued "progress” in itself, they had finally, in the last five or ten or fifteen centuries,
got a little ahead of Nature. They weren't absolutely at the mercy of their nerciless climte any
| onger; a bad harvest would not starve a whole province, or a bad winter isolate every city. On
this basis of material stability O goreyn had gradually built up a unified and increasingly
efficient centralized state. Now Karhide was to pull herself together and do the same; and the way
to make her do it was not by sparking her pride, or building up her trade, or inproving her roads,
farns, colleges, and so on; none of that; that's all civilization, veneer, and Tibe disnissed it
with scorn. He was after sonmething surer, the sure, quick, and lasting way to nake people into a
nation: war. H's ideas concerning it could not have been too precise, but they were quite sound.
The only other neans of nobilizing people rapidly and entirely is with a new religion; none was
handy; he would nake do with war.

I sent the Regent a note in which | quoted to himthe question | had put to the Foretellers of

O herhord and the answer | had got. Tibe nade no response. | then went to the Orgota Enbassy and
requested pernission to enter Orgoreyn.

There are fewer people running the offices of the Stabiles of the Ekumen on Hain than there were
runni ng that enbassy of one small country to another, and all of themwere arned with yards of
soundt apes and records. They were slow, they were thorough; none of the slapdash arrogance and
sudden devi ousness that marked Karhidish officialdom | waited, while they filled out their formns.
The waiting got rather uneasy. The nunber of Palace Guards and city police on the streets of

Er henrang seened to multiply every day; they were arned, and they were even devel oping a sort of
uniform The nood of the city was bl eak, although busi ness was good, prosperity general, and the
weat her fair. Nobody wanted nuch to do with me. My "l andl ady" no | onger showed people ny room but
rat her conpl ai ned about bei ng badgered by "people fromthe Palace,"” and treated ne | ess as an
honor ed si deshow than as a political suspect. Tibe nade a speech about a foray in the Sinoth
Val | ey: "brave Karhidish farners, true patriots," had dashed across the border south of Sassinoth,
had attacked an Orgota village, burned it, and killed nine villagers, and then draggi ng the bodies
back had dunped theminto the Ey River, "such a grave," said the Regent, "as all the enem es of
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our nation will find!" |I heard this broadcast in the eating-hall of ny island. Sone people |ooked
grimas they listened, others uninterested, others satisfied, but in these various expressions
there was one common elenent, a little tic or facial cranp that had not used to be there, a | ook
of anxiety.

That evening a nman canme to nmy room ny first visitor since | had returned to Erhenrang. He was
slight, snooth-skinned, shy-nmannered, and wore the gold chain of a Foreteller, one of the
Celibates. "I'ma friend of one who befriended you," he said, with the brusqueness of the timd
"I'"ve come to ask you a favor, for his sake."

"You nmean Faxe-?"

"No. Estraven."

My hel pful expression nust have changed. There was a little pause, after which the stranger said,
"Estraven, the traitor. You renmenber him perhaps?"

Anger had displaced timdity, and he was going to play shifgrethor with nme. If | wanted to play,
my nmove was to say sonething like, "lI'mnot sure; tell nme sonething about him" But | didn't want
to play, and was used to vol cani ¢ Karhidish tenpers by now. | faced his anger deprecatingly and
said, "OF course | do."

"But not with friendship." H's dark, down-slanted eyes were direct and keen

"Well, rather with gratitude, and disappointnment. Did he send you to nme?"

"He did not."

| waited for himto explain hinself.

He said, "Excuse ne. | presuned; | accept what presunption has earned me."

| stopped the stiff little fellow as he nade for the door. "Please: | don't know who you are, or
what you want. | haven't refused, | sinply haven't consented. You nust allow ne the right to a

reasonabl e caution. Estraven was exiled for supporting ny nission here-"
"Do you consider yourself to be in his debt for that?"

"Well, in a sense. However, the mission | amon overrides all personal debts and |loyalties."

"If so," said the stranger with fierce certainty, "it is an imoral nission."

That stopped nme. He sounded |i ke an Advocate of the Ekumen, and | had no answer. "I don't think it
is," | said finally; "the shortcom ngs are in the nessenger, not the nessage. But please tell ne

what it is you want ne to do."
"I have certain nmonies, rents and debts, which | was able to collect fromthe weck of ny friend's

fortune. Hearing that you were about to go to Ogoreyn, | thought to ask you to take the nobney to
him if you find him As you know, it would be a punishable offense to do so. It may al so be

usel ess. He may be in M shnory, or on one of their damable Farns, or dead. | have no way of
finding out. I have no friends in Orgoreyn, and none here | dared ask this of. | thought of you as
one above politics, free to conme and go. | did not stop to think that you have, of course, your
own politics. | apologize for nmy stupidity."”

"Well, 1'lIl take the noney for him But if he's dead or can't be found, to whomshall | return
it?"

He stared at nme. His face worked and changed, and he caught his breath in a sob. Mst Karhiders
cry easily, being no nore ashaned of tears than of |aughter. He said, "Thank you. My nane is

Foreth. I'man Indweller at Ogny Fastness."
"You're of Estraven's clan?"
"No. Foreth remir Gsboth: | was his kemmering."

Estraven had had no kemmrering when | knew him but | could rouse no suspicion of this fellowin
mysel f. He m ght be unwittingly serving sonmeone el se's purpose, but he was genuine. And he had
just taught nme a lesson: that shifgrethor can be played on the level of ethics, and that the
expert player will win. He had cornered ne in about two noves. He had the noney with himand gave
it to me, a solid sumin Royal Karhidish Merchants' notes of credit, nothing to incrimnate ne,
and consequently nothing to prevent me fromsinply spending it.

"I'f you find him..." He stuck

"A nessage?"

"No. Only if | knew..."

"If I do find him I'Il try to send news of himto you."

"Thank you," he said, and he held out both his hands to me, a gesture of friendship which in
Karhide is not lightly made. "I w sh success to your mission, M. Ai. He-Estraven-he believed you
canme here to do good, | know. He believed it very strongly."

There was nothing in the world for this man outside Estraven. He was one of those who are damed
to love once. | said again, "lIs there no word fromyou that | mght take hinP"

"Tell himthe children are well,
and | eft ne.

he said, then hesitated, and said quietly,"Nusuth, no matter,"
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Two days later | took the road out of Erhenrang, the northwest road this tine, afoot. My

permi ssion to enter Orgoreyn had arrived nuch sooner than the clerks and officials of the Orgota
Enbassy had led ne to expect or had thensel ves expected; when | went to get the papers they
treated me with a sort of poisonous respect, resentful that protocol and regul ations had, on
sonebody' s authority, been pushed aside for nme. As Karhide had no regul ations at all about |eaving
the country, | set straight off. Over the summer | had | earned what a pleasant |and Karhide was
for wal king in. Roads and inns are set for foot-traffic as well as for powered vehicles, and where
inns are wanting one may count infallibly on the code of hospitality. Townsfol k of Co-Domai ns and
the villagers, farners, or lord of any Domain will give a traveler food and | odging, for three
days by the code, and in practice for nmuch Ionger than that; and what's best is that you are

al ways received wthout fuss, welconmed, as if they had been expecting you to cone.

| meandered across the splendid slanting |and between the Sess and the Ey, taking ny tine, working
out nmy keep a couple of nornings in the fields of the great Domains, where they were getting the
harvest in, every hand and tool and machine at work to get the golden fields cut before the

weat her turned. It was all golden, all benign, that week of wal king; and at night before | slept |
woul d step out of the dark farmhouse or firelit Hearth-Hall where | was | odged and walk a way into
the dry stubble to look up at the stars, flaring like far cities in the wi ndy autumm dark

In fact | was reluctant to leave this land, which | had found, though so indifferent to the Envoy,
so gentle to the stranger. | dreaded starting all over, trying to repeat ny news in a new | anguage
to new hearers, failing again perhaps. | wandered nore north than west, justifying ny course by a
curiosity to see the Sinoth Valley region, the locus of the rivalry between Karhide and O goreyn.
Though the weather held clear it began to grow colder, and at last | turned west before | got to
Sassi noth, renenbering that there was a fence across that stretch of border, and | m ght not be so
easily let out of Karhide there. Here the border was the Ey, a narrow river but fierce, glacier-
fed like all rivers of the Great Continent. | doubled back a few nmiles south to find a bridge, and
canme on one linking two little villages, Passerer on the Karhide side and Siuwensin in O goreyn,
staring sleepily at each other across the noisy Ey.

The Kar hi di sh bridge-keeper asked ne only if | planned to return that night, and waved nme on
across. On the Orgota side an Inspector was called out to inspect ny passport and papers, which he
did for about an hour, a Karhidish hour at that. He kept the passport, telling ne | nust call for
it next norning, and gave ne in place of it a pernmiso for neals and | odgi ng at the Comensal
Transi ent - House of Siuwensin. | spent another hour in the office of the superintendent of the
Transi ent - House, while the superintendent read ny papers and checked on the authenticity of ny
perm so by tel ephoning the Inspector at the Commensal Border-Station fromwhich | had just cone.

I can't properly define that Orgota word here translated as "comensal ," "commensality." Its root
is awrd nmeaning "to eat together." Its usage includes all national/ governnental institutions of
Orgoreyn, fromthe State as a whole through its thirty-three conponent substates or Districts to

t he sub-substates, townships, conmunal farms, nines, factories, and so on, that conpose these. As
an adjective it is applied to all the above; in the form"the Commensal s" it usually nmeans the
thirty-three Heads of Districts, who formthe governing body, executive and |egislative, of the
Great Commensality of Orgoreyn, but it nmay also nean the citizens, the people thenselves. In this
curious lack of distinction between the general and specific applications of the word, in the use
of it for both the whole and the part, the state and the individual, in this inprecisionis its
preci sest meani ng.

My papers and ny presence were at |ast approved, and by Fourth Hour | got nmy first neal since
early breakfast-supper: kadik-porridge and cold sliced bread-apple. For all its array of

officials, Siuwensin was a very small, plain place, sunk deep in rural torpor. The Commensa
Transi ent - House was shorter than its nane. Its dining-roomhad one table, five chairs, and no
fire; food was brought in fromthe village hot-shop. The other roomwas the dormitory: six beds, a

lot of dust, alittle mldew | had it to nyself. As everybody in Siuwensin appeared to have gone
to bed directly after supper, | did the sane. | fell asleep in that utter country silence that
mekes your ears ring. | slept an hour and woke in the grip of a nightnare about expl osions,

i nvasi on, nmurder, and conflagration

It was a particularly bad dream the kind in which you run down a strange street in the dark with
a |l ot of people who have no faces, while houses go up in flames behind you, and children scream

| ended up in an open field, standing in dry stubble by a black hedge. The dull-red hal f roon and
sonme stars showed through cl ouds overhead. The wind was bitter cold. Near me a big barn or granary
bul ked up in the dark, and in the distance beyond it |I saw little volleys of sparks going up on

t he w nd.

| was bare-legged and barefoot, in nmy shirt, wthout breeches, hieb, or coat; but |I had ny pack

It held not only spare clothes but also ny rubies, cash, docunents, papers, and ansible, and
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slept with it as a pillowwhen | traveled. Evidently |I hung onto it even during bad dreans. | got
out shoes and breeches and my furlined winter hieb, and dressed, there in the cold, dark country
silence, while Siuwensin snoldered half a mle behind me. Then | struck out |ooking for a road,
and soon found one, and on it, other people. They were refugees |like nme, but they knew where they
were going. | followed them having no direction of my own, except away from Siuwensin; which, |
gathered as we wal ked, had been raided by a foray from Passerer across the bridge.

They had struck, set fire, withdrawn; there had been no fight. But all at once lights glared down
the dark at us, and scuttling to the roadside we watched a | and-caravan, twenty trucks, cone at
top speed out of the west toward Siuwensin and pass us with a flash of light and a hiss of wheels
twenty tines repeated; then silence and the dark again.

"W soon cane to a conmunal farmcenter, where we were halted and interrogated. | tried to attach
myself to the group | had foll owed down the road, but no luck; no luck for themeither, if they
did not have their identification-papers with them They, and | as a foreigner wthout passport,
were cut out of the herd and given separate quarters for the night in a storage-barn, a vast stone
sem -cellar with one door |ocked on us from outside, and no wi ndow. Now and then the door was

unl ocked and a new refugee thrust in by a farmpolicenan armed with the Get henian sonic "gun." The
door shut, it was perfectly dark: no light. One's eyes, cheated of sight, sent starbursts and
fiery blots whirling through the black. The air was cold, and heavy with the dust and odor of
grain. No one had a handlight; these were people who had been routed out of their beds, like nme; a
couple of themwere literally naked, and had been given bl ankets by others on the way. They had
nothing. If they had had anything, it would have been their papers. Better to be naked than to

| ack papers, in O goreyn.

They sat dispersed in that hollow, huge, dusty blindness. Sonetines two conversed a while, |ow
voi ced. There was no fellowfeeling of being prisoners together. There was no conpl aint.

| heard one whisper to nmy left: "I saw himin the street, outside ny door. His head was bl own

of f."

"They use those guns that fire pieces of metal. Foray guns.”

"Tiena said they were't from Passerer, but from Ovord Domain, come down by truck."

"But there isn't any quarrel between Ovord and Siuwensin..."

They did not understand; they did not conplain. They did not protest being | ocked up in a cellar
by their fellowcitizens after having been shot and burned out of their hones. They sought no
reasons for what had happened to them The whispers in the dark, random and soft, in the sinuous
Orgota | anguage that nmade Karhidish sound like rocks rattled in a can, ceased little by little.
People slept. A baby fretted a while, away off in the dark, crying at the echo of its own cries.
The door squeal ed open and it was broad day, sunlight like a knife in the eyes, bright and

frightening. | stunmbled out behind the rest and was nechanically foll owi ng themwhen | heard ny
nane. | had not recognized it; for one thing the Orgota could sayL. Sonmeone had been calling it at
interval s ever since the door was unl ocked.

"Pl ease cone this way, M. Ai," said a hurried person in red, and I was no longer a refugee. | was
set apart fromthose nanel ess ones with whom 1 had fled down a dark road and whose | ack of
identity I had shared all night in a dark room | was naned, known, recognized; | existed. It was
an intense relief. | followed ny | eader gladly.

The office of the Local Commensal Farm Centrality was hectic and upset, but they nmade tinme to | ook
after me, and apol ogized to me for the disconforts of the night past. "If only you had not chosen
to enter the Commensality at Siuwensin!" |lamented one fat Inspector, "if only you had taken the

custonmary roads!" They did not know who | was or why | was to be given particular treatnent; their
i gnorance was evident, but nade no difference. Genly A, the Envoy, was to be treated as a

di stingui shed person. He was. By mid-afternoon | was on ny way to Mshnory in a car put at ny

di sposal by the Conmensal Farm Centrality of East Homsvashom District Eight. | had a new
passport, and a free pass to all Transient-Houses on ny road, and a tel egraphed invitation to the
M shnory residence of the First Comrensal District Conmi ssioner of Entry-Roads and Ports, M. Uth
Shusgi s.

The radio of the little car came on with the engine and ran while the car did; so all afternoon as
| drove through the great |evel grainlands of East Orgoreyn, fenceless (for there are no herd-
beasts) and full of streams, | listened to the radio. It told nme about the weather, the crops,
road-conditions; it cautioned ne to drive carefully; it gave me various kinds of news from al
thirty-three Districts, the output of various factories, the shipping-information from various sea
and river ports; it singsonged sone Yonmesh chants, and then told ne about the weather again. It
was all very mld, after the ranting | had heard on the radio in Erhenrang. No nention was nmade of
the raid on Siuwensin; the Orgota governnment evidently neant to prevent, not rouse, excitenent. A
brief official bulletin repeated every so often said sinply that order was being and woul d be
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mai nt ai ned al ong the Eastern Border. | liked that; it was reassuring and unprovocative, and had
the quiet toughness that | had always adnmired in Gethenians: Order will be maintained... | was
glad, now, to be out of Karhide, an incoherent |and driven towards violence by a paranoid,
pregnant king and an egonaniac Regent. | was glad to be driving sedately at twenty-five niles an
hour through vast, straight-furrowed grain-lands, under an even gray sky, towards a capital whose
governnent believed in Order.

The road was posted frequently (unlike the signless Karhidish roads on which you had to ask or
guess your way) with directions to prepare to stop at the Inspection-Station of such-and-such
Commensal Area or Region; at these internal custons-houses one's identification nmust be shown and
one's passage recorded. My papers were valid to all examnation, and | was politely waved on after
m ni mal delay, and politely advised how far it was to the next Transient-House if | wanted to eat
or sleep. At 25 nph it is a considerable journey fromthe North Fall to Mshnory, and | spent two
ni ghts on the way. Food at the Transient-Houses was dull but plentiful, |odging decent, |acking
only privacy. Even that was supplied in some neasure by the reticence of ny fellow travelers.

did not strike up an acquai ntance or have a real conversation at any of these halts, though I
tried several times. The Orgota seened not an unfriendly people, but incurious; they were
col orl ess, steady, subdued. | liked them | had had two years of color, choler, and passion in
Kar hi de. A change was wel cone.

Fol | owi ng the east bank of the great River Kunderer | canme on nmy third norning in Orgoreyn to

M shnory, the largest city on that world.

In the weak sunlight between autumm showers it was a queer-looking city, all blank stone walls
with a few narrow wi ndows set too high, wide streets that dwarfed the crowds, street-I|anps perched
on ridiculous tall posts, roofs pitched steep as prayi ng hands, shed-roofs sticking out of
housewal | s ei ghteen feet above ground |ike big ainl ess bookshel ves-an ill-proportioned, grotesque
city, in the sunlight. It was not built for sunlight. It was built for winter. In winter, with
those streets filled ten feet up with packed, hard-rolled snow, the steep roofs icicle-fringed,

sl eds parked under the shed-roofs, narrow wi ndowslits shining yellow through driving sleet, you
woul d see the fitness of that city, its economy, its beauty.

M shnory was cleaner, larger, lighter than Erhenrang, nore open and inposing. Geat buildings of
yel | owi sh-white stone donminated it, sinple stately blocks all built to a pattern, housing the

of fices and services of the Commensal Governnment and also the najor tenples of the Yonmesh cult,
whi ch is pronul gated by the Commensality. There was no clutter and contortion, no sense of always
bei ng under the shadow of sonething high and gl oony, as in Erhenrang; everything was sinple,
grandly conceived, and orderly. | felt as if | had cone out of a dark age, and w shed | had not
wasted two years in Karhide. This, now, |ooked like a country ready to enter the Ekunenical Age.

| drove about the city a while, then returned the car to the proper Regional Bureau and went on
foot to the residence of the First Commensal District Conmissioner of Entry-Roads and Ports. | had
never made quite sure whether the invitation was a request or a polite conmand. Nusuth. | was in
Orgoreyn to speak for the Ekunen, and might as well begin here as anywhere.

My notions of Orgota phlegmand self-control were spoiled by Comni ssioner Shusgis, who advanced on
me smling and shouting, grabbed both ny hands in the gesture which Karhiders reserve for nonents
of intense personal enotion, punped ny arns up and down as if trying to start a spark in ny

engi ne, and bellowed a greeting to the Anbassador of the Ekunen of the Known Worlds to Gethen
That was a surprise, for not one of the twelve or fourteen Inspectors who had studi ed ny papers
had shown any sign of recognizing nmy name or the terns Envoy or Ekunen-all of which had been at

| east vaguely famliar to all Karhiders | had nmet. | had decided that Karhide had never |et any
broadcasts concerning me be used on Orgota stations, but had tried to keep ne a national secret.
"Not Anbassador, M. Shusgis. Only an envoy."

"Fut ure Anbassador, then. Yes, by Meshe!" Shusgis, a solid, beaning nan, |ooked ne up and down and
| aughed again. "You're not what | expected, M. A! Nowhere near it. Tall as a street-lanp, they
said, thin as a sl edge-runner, soot-black and slant-eyed-an ice-ogre | expected, a nonster
Not hi ng of the kind. Only you're darker than nost of us."

"Earth-colored," | said.

"And you were in Siuwensin the night of the foray? By the breasts of Meshe! what a world we live
in. You mght have been killed crossing the bridge over the Ey, after crossing all space to get
here. Well! Well! You're here. And a | ot of people want to see you, and hear you, and rmake you
wel come to Orgoreyn at last.”

He installed me at once, no argunents, in an apartnent of his house. A high official and wealthy
man, he lived in a style that has no equivalent in Karhide, even anong |ords of great Donains.
Shusgi s' house was a whol e island, housing over a hundred enpl oyees, donestic servants, clerks,
techni cal advisers, and so on, but no relatives, no kinfolk. The system of extended-fanily clans,
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of Hearths and Domai ns, though still vaguely discernible in the Commensal structure, was
"nationalized several hundred years ago in Ogoreyn. No child over a year old lives with its
parent or parents; all are brought up in the Comrensal Hearths. There is no rank by descent.
Private wills are not legal: a man dying |l eaves his fortune to the state. Al start equal

But obviously they don't go on so. Shusgis was rich, and liberal with his riches. There were
luxuries in ny roonms that | had not known existed on Wnter-for instance, a shower. There was an
electric heater as well as a well-stocked fireplace. Shusgis |aughed: "They told ne, keep the
Envoy warm he's froma hot world, an oven of a world, and can't stand our cold. Treat himas if
he were pregnant, put furs on his bed and heaters in his room heat his wash-water and keep his

wi ndows shut! WIIl it do? WII you be confortable? Please tell nme what else you'd like to have
here. "

Confortabl e! Nobody in Karhide had ever asked ne, under any circunstances, if | was confortable.
"M. Shusgis," | said with emotion, "I feel perfectly at hone."

He wasn't satisfied till he had got another pesthry-fur blanket on the bed, and nore logs into the
fireplace. "I know how it is," he said, "when | was pregnhant | couldn't keep warmny feet were
like ice, | sat over the fire all that winter. Long ago of course, but | renenber!" -Gethenians

tend to have their children young; nost of them after the age of twenty-four or so, use
contraceptives, and they cease to be fertile in the fenal e phase at about forty. Shusgis was in

his fifties, therefore his "long ago of course,"! and it certainly was difficult to innagi ne himas
a young nmother. He was a hard shrewd jovial politician, whose acts of kindness served his interest
and whose interest was hinself. His type is panhuman. | had nmet himon Earth, and on Hain, and on
Alul. | expect to neet himin Hell

"You're well inforned as to nmy |ooks and tastes, M. Shusgis. I'mflattered; | thought ny

reputation hadn't preceded ne."

"No," he said, understanding ne perfectly, "they'd just as soon have kept you buried under a
snowdrift, there in Erhenrang, eh? But they let you go, they let you go; and that's when we
realized, here, that you weren't just another Karhidish lunatic but the real thing."

"l don't follow you, | think."

"Why, Argaven and his crew were afraid of you, M. Ai-afraid of you and glad to see your back
Afraid if they m shandl ed you, or silenced you, there nmight be retribution. A foray from outer
space, eh! So they didn't dare touch you. And they tried to hush you up. Because they're afraid of
you and of what you bring to Gethen!"

It was exaggerated; | certainly hadn't been censored out of the Karhidish news, at |east so |ong
as Estraven was in power. But | already had the inpression that for some reason news hadn't got
around about me much in O goreyn, and Shusgis confirmed ny suspi cions.

"Then you aren't afraid of what | bring to Gethen?"

"No, we're not, sir!"

"Sonmetines | am"

He chose to laugh jovially at that. | did not qualify my words. |I'mnot a sal esman, |'m not
selling Progress to the Abos. W have to neet as equals, with sone nmutual understandi ng and
candor, before ny m ssion can even begin.

"M. A, there are a ot of people waiting to nmeet you, bigwigs and little ones, and sone of them
are the ones you'll be wanting to talk to here, the people who get things done. | asked for the
honor of receiving you because |'ve got a big house and because I'mwell known as a neutral sort
of fellow, not a Domi nator and not an Qpen-Trader, just a plain Conm ssioner who does his job and
won't lay you open to any tal k about whose house you're staying in." He | aughed. "But that means

you'll be eating out a good deal, if you don't mind."
"I'"mat your disposal, M. Shusgis."
"Then tonight it'll be a little supper with Vanake Sl ose."

"Conmensal from Kuwera-Third District, is it?" O course | had done some honework before | cane.
He fussed over ny condescension in deigning to | earn anything about his country. Manners here were
certainly different frommanners in Karhide; there, the fuss he was maki ng woul d either have
degraded his own shifgrethor or insulted mne; | wasn't sure which, but it would have done one or
the other-practically everything did.

| needed clothes fit for a dinner-party, having |ost ny good Erhenrang suit in the raid on

Si uwensin, so that afternoon | took a Government taxi downtown and brought nyself an Orgota rig.

H eb and shirt were much as in Karhide, but instead of summer breeches they wore thigh-high

| eggi ngs the year round, baggy and cunbrous; the colors were |oud blues or reds, and the cloth and
cut and nmake were all a little shoddy. It was standardi zed work. The cl othes showed ne what it was
that this inpressive, massive city |lacked: elegance. Elegance is a snmall price to pay for
enlightennent, and | was glad to pay it. | went back to Shusgis' house and reveled in the hot
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shower bat h, which cane at one fromall sides in a kind of prickly mist. |I thought of the cold tin
tubs of East Karhide that | had chattered and shuddered in |ast sumer, the ice-ringed basin in ny
Er henrang room Was that el egance? Long live confort! | put on ny gaudy red finery, and was driven

with Shusgis to the supper-party in his chauffeured private car. There are nore servants, nore
services in Orgoreyn than in Karhide. This is because all O gota are enployees of the state; the
state nmust find enploynent for all citizens, and does so. This, at least, is the accepted

expl anati on, though Iike nost econonic explanations it seens, under certain lights, to onmt the
mai n point.

Commensal Slose's fiercely-lighted, high, white reception roomheld twenty or thirty guests, three
of them Commensal s and all of them evidently notables of one kind or another. This was nore than a
group of Orgota curious to see "the alien." | was not a curiosity, as | had been for a whole year
in Karhide; not a freak; not apuzzle. | was, it seened, a key.

What door was | to unlock? Some of them had a notion, these statesnen and officials who greeted ne
ef fusively, but | had none.

I wouldn't find out during supper. Al over Wnter, even in frozen barbarian Perunter, it is

consi dered execrably vulgar to talk business while eating. As supper was served pronptly I

post poned ny questions and attended to a gumry fish soup and to ny host and fell ow guests. Slose
was a frail, youngi sh person, with unusually light, bright eyes and a nuted, intense voice; he

| ooked like an idealist, a dedicated soul. | liked his manner, but | wondered what it was he was
dedicated to. On ny left sat another Commensal, a fat-faced fell ow named Cbsle. He was gross,
genial, and inquisitive. By the third sip of soup he was asking nme what the devil was | really
born on some other world-what was it |ike there-warner than Gethen, everybody sai d- how war nf?
"Well, in this same latitude on Terra, it never snows."

"I't never snows. It never snows?" He | aughed with real enjoynment, as a child laughs at a good lie,
encouragi ng further flights.

"Qur sub-arctic regions are rather |ike your habitable zone; we're farther out of our last |ce Age
than you, but not out, you see. Fundanentally Terra and Gethen are very nmuch alike. Al the

i nhabited worlds are. Men can live only within a narrow range of environments; Geth-en's at one
extreme..."

"Then there are worl ds hotter than yours?"

"Most of themare warner. Some are hot; Gde, for instance. It's nostly sand and rock desert. It
was warmto start with, and an exploitive civilization wecked its natural balances fifty or sixty
t housand years ago, burned up the forests for kindling, as it were. There are still people there,
but it resenbles-if | understand the Text -the Yonesh idea of where thieves go after death.”

That drew a grin from Cbsle, a quiet, approving grin which nade ne suddenly revise ny estinmation
of the nman.

"Sonme subcultists hold that those Afterlife Interins are actually, physically situated on other
worl ds, other planets of the real universe. Have you net with that idea, M. A ?"

"No; |'ve been variously described, but nobody's yet explained me away as a ghost." As | spoke
chanced to ook to ny right, and saying "ghost" saw one. Dark, in dark clothing, still and
shadowy, he sat at ny el bow, the specter at the feast.

bsle's attention had been taken up by his other neighbor, and nost people were listening to Sl ose
at the head of the table. | said in a lowvoice, "I didn't expect to see you here, Lord Estraven."
"The unexpected is what nakes |ife possible," he said.

"I was entrusted with a nmessage for you."

He | ooked i nquiri ng.

"It takes the form of noney-sone of your own- Foreth remir Gsboth sends it. | have it with ne, at
M. Shusgis' house. |I'lIl see that it cones to you."

"I't's kind of you, M. A.

He was qui et, subdued, reduced-a banished man living off his wits in a foreign land. He seened
disinclined to talk with me, and | was glad not to talk with him Yet now and then during that

| ong, heavy, talkative supper-party, though all ny attention was given to those conpl ex and

powerful Orgota who neant to befriend or use nme, | was sharply aware of him of his silence: of
his dark averted face. And it crossed ny nind, though | dismssed the idea as basel ess, that | had
not come to Mshnory to eat roast blackfish with the Conmensals of my own free will; nor had they

brought nme here. He had.

9. Estraven the Traitor

An East Karhidish tale, as told in Gorinhering by Tobord Chorhawa and recorded by G A. The story
is well known in various versions, and a 'habben' play based on it is in the repertory of
traveling players east of the Kargav.

LONG AGO, BEFOREt he days of King Argaven | who nade Karhi de one ki ngdom there was bl ood feud
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between the Domain of Stok and the Domain of Estre in Kerm Land. The feud had been fought in
forays and anbushes for three generations, and there was no settling it, for it was a dispute over
land. Rich land is scarce in Kerm and a Donain's pride is in the length of its borders, and the
| ords of Kerm Land are proud nmen and unbrageous nen, casting bl ack shadows.

It chanced that the heir of the flesh of the Lord of Estre, a young man, skiing across |cefoot
Lake in the month of Irrem hunting pesthry, came onto rotten ice and fell into the | ake. Though by
using one ski as a lever on a firmer ice-edge he pulled hinmself up out of the water at |ast, he
was in alnpbst as bad case out of the lake as in it, for he was drenched, the air waskurem,*
Kurem danmp weather, 0° to -20° F

and ni ght was coming on. He saw no hope of reaching Estre eight mles away uphill, and so set off
towards the village of Ebos on the north shore of the |lake. As night fell the fog fl owed down off
the glacier and spread out all across the |lake, so that he could not see his way, nor where to set
his skis. Slowmy he went for fear of rotten ice, yet in haste, because the cold was at his bones
and before long he would not be able to nove. He saw at last a light before himin the night and
fog. He cast off his skis, for the | akeshore was rough going and bare of snow in places. H s |egs
woul d not well hold himup any nore, and he struggled as best he could to the Iight. He was far
astray fromthe way to Ebos. This was a snmall house set by itself in a forest of the thore-trees
that are all the woods of Kerm Land, and they grew close all about the house and no taller than
its roof. He beat at the door with his hands and call ed al oud, and one opened the door and brought
himinto firelight.

There was no one else there, only this one person alone. He took Estraven's clothes off himthat
were like clothes of iron with the ice, and put hi mnaked between furs, and with the warnth of his
own body drove out the frost fromEstraven's feet and hands, and face, and gave himhot ale to
drink. At last the young man was recovered, and | ooked on the one who cared for him

This was a stranger, young as hinself. They | ooked at each other. Each of them was conely, strong
of frame and fine of feature, straight and dark. Estraven saw that the fire of kemmer was in the
face of the other.

He said, "I am Arek of Estre."

The other said, "I am Therem of Stok."

Then Estraven | aughed, for he was still weak, and said, "Did you warmne back to life in order to
kill me, Stokven?"

The ot her said, 'No.'

He put out his hand and touched Estraven's hand, as if he were making certain that the frost was
driven out. At the touch, though Estraven was a day or two fromhis kemrer, he felt the fire waken
in hinself. So for a while both held still, their hands touching.

"They are the same," said Stokven, and laying his pal magai nst Estraven's showed it was so: their
hands were the sanme in length and form finger by finger, matching like the two hands of one nan
laid palmto palm

"l have never seen you before," Stokven said. "W are nortal enemies.” He rose, and built up the
fire in the hearth, and returned to sit by Estraven

"W are nortal enenies," said Estraven. "I would swear kemmering with you."

"And | with you," said the other. Then they vowed kemmering to each other, and in Kerm Land then
as now that vow of faithfulness is not to be broken, not to be replaced. That night, and the day
that followed, and the night that followed, they spent in the hut in the forest by the frozen

| ake. On the next norning a party of men from Stok canme to the hut. One of them knew young
Estraven by sight. He said no word and gave no warning but drew his knife, and there in Stokven's
sight stabbed Estraven in the throat and chest, and the young nan fell across the cold hearth in
hi s bl ood, dead.

"He was the heir of Estre," the nurderer said.

St okven said, "Put himon your sledge, and take himto Estre for burial."

He went back to Stok. The men set off with Estraven's body on the sledge, but they left it far in
the thore-forest for wild beasts to eat, and returned that night to Stok. Therem stood up before
his parent in the flesh, Lord Harish remir Stokven, and said to the nmen, "Did you do as | bhid
you?" They answered, "Yes." Theremsaid, "You lie, for you would never have cone back alive from
Estre. These nmen have di sobeyed nmy command and lied to hide their disobedience: | ask their

bani shment." Lord Harish granted it, and they were driven out of hearth and | aw

Soon after this Theremleft his Domain, saying that he wished to indwell at Rotherer Fastness for
a time, and he did not return to Stok until a year had passed.

Now in the Domain of Estre they sought for Arek in nountain and plain, and then nourned for him
bitter the nourning through sunmer and autumm, for he had been the lord' s one child of the flesh
But in the end of the nonth Thern when winter |lay heavy on the land, a man cane up the

file:/lIG|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/Ur...%20-%20The%20Left%20Hand%200f%20Darkness.txt (41 of 96) [11/1/2004 12:06:21 AM]



file:///G)/Program%20Files/eMul e/l ncomi ng/Ursul a%20K .%20L eGuin%20-%20T he%20L eft%20Hand%200f%20Darkness.txt

nmount ai nsi de on skis, and gave to the warder at Estre Gate a bundle wapped in furs, saying, "This
is Therem the son's son of Estre." Then he was down the nountain on his skis |like a rock skipping
over water, gone before any thought to hold him

In the bundle of furs lay a newborn child, weeping. They brought the child in to Lord Sorve and
told himthe stranger's words; and the old lord full of grief sawin the baby his | ost son Arek

He ordered that the child be reared as a son of the Inner Hearth, and that he be called Therem

t hough that was not a name ever used by the clan of Estre.

The child grew conely, fine and strong; he was dark of nature and silent, yet all saw in himsone
likeness to the | ost Arek. Wen he was grown Lord Sorve in the willful ness of old age named him
heir of Estre. Then there were swollen hearts anobng Sorve's kemmering-sons, all strong nmen in
their prine, who had waited |ong for |ordship. They laid anbush agai nst young Therem when he went
out al one hunting pesthry in the nonth of Irrem But he was arned, and not taken unawares. Two of
his hearth-brothers he shot, in the fog that lay thick on |Icefoot Lake in the thaw weather, and a
third he fought with, knife to knife, and killed at last, though he hinself was wounded on the
chest and neck with deep cuts. Then he stood above his brother's body in the mist over the ice,
and saw that night was falling. He grew sick and weak as the blood ran from his wounds, and he
thought to go to Ebos village for help; but in the gathering dark he went astray, and cane to the
thore-forest on the east shore of the |ake. There seeing an abandoned hut he entered it, and too
faint to light a fire he fell down on the cold stones of the hearth, and lay so with his wounds
unst anched.

One cane in out of the night, a man alone. He stopped in the doorway and was still, staring at the
man who lay in his blood across the hearth. Then he entered in haste, and nmade a bed of furs that
he took out of an old chest, and built up a fire, and cl eaned Therem s wounds and bound t hem When
he saw the young nman | ook at himhe said, "I am Therem of Stok."

"I am Therem of Estre."

There was silence a while between them Then the young man sniled and said, "Did you bind up mny
wounds in order to kill me, Stokven?"

"No," said the ol der one.

Estraven asked, "How does it chance that you, the Lord of Stok, are here on disputed | and al one?"
"I conme here often," Stokven replied.

He felt the young nan's pul se and hand for fever, and for an instant laid his palmflat to
Estraven's palm and finger by finger their two hands matched, like the two hands of one nman

"We are nortal enenies,"” said Stokven

Estraven answered, "W are nortal enemies. Yet | have never seen you before.™

St okven turned aside his face. "Once | saw you, long ago," he said. "I wish there nm ght be peace
bet ween our houses."
Estraven said, "I will vow peace with you."

So they nade that vow, and then spoke no nore, and the hurt nman slept. In the norning Stokven was
gone, but a party of people fromEbos village cane to the hut and carried Estraven hone to Estre
There none dared | onger oppose the old lord's will, the rightness of which was witten plain in
three nen's blood on the |ake-ice; and at Sorve's death Therem becane Lord of Estre. Wthin the
year he ended the old feud, giving up half the disputed lands to the Dormai n of Stok. For this, and
for the nurder of his hearth-brothers, he was called Estraven the Traitor. Yet his name, Therem
is still given to children of that Domain.

10. Conversations in M shnory

NEXT MORNI NG ASI finished a | ate breakfast served to me in ny suite in Shusgis' nansion the house-
phone enmitted a polite bleat. Wien | switched it on, the caller spoke in Karhidish: "Therem Harth
here. May | cone up?"

"Pl ease do."

I was glad to get the confrontation over with at once. It was plain that no tolerable relationship
coul d exi st between Estraven and nyself. Even though his disgrace and exile were at | east
nomnally on ny account, | could take no responsibility for them feel no rational guilt; he had
made neither his acts nor his notives clear to nme in Erhenrang, and | could not trust the fell ow

| wished that he was not nixed up with these Orgota who had, as it were, adopted nme. Hi s presence
was a conplication and an enbarrassnent.

He was shown into the room by one of the many house-enpl oyees. | had himsit down in one of the

| arge padded chairs, and offered himbreakfast-ale. He refused. H s nanner was not constrai ned-he
had | eft shyness a |long way behind himif he ever had any-but it was restrained: tentative, aloof.
"The first real snow," he said, and seeing ny glance at the heavily curtained wi ndow, "You haven't
| ooked out yet?"

| did so, and saw snow whirling thick on a light wind down the street, over the whitened roofs;
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two or three inches had fallen in the night. It was Odarhad Gor, the 17th of the first nonth of
autumm. "It's early,"” | said, caught by the snowspell for a nmoment.

"They predict a hard winter this year."

I left the curtains drawn back. The bl eak even light fromoutside fell on his dark face. He | ooked
ol der. He had known sone hard tines since | saw himlast in the Corner Red Dwelling of the Pal ace
in Erhenrang by his own fireside.

"I have here what | was asked to bring you," | said, and gave himthe foil skin-wapped packet of
money, which | had set out on a table ready after his call. He took it and thanked me gravely. |
had not sat down. After a nonent, still holding the packet, he stood up

My conscience itched a little, but | did not scratch it. | wanted to di scourage himfromconmng to
me. That this involved hunmiliating himwas unfortunate.

He | ooked straight at ne. He was shorter than |, of course, short-legged and conpact, not as tall
even as many wonen of ny race. Yet when he | ooked at me he did not seemto be |ooking up at ne.
did not meet his eyes. | examined the radio on the table with a show of abstracted interest.

"One can't believe everything one hears on that radio, here," he said pleasantly. "Yet it seens to
me that here in Mshnory you are going to be in sone need of information, and advice."

"There seemto be a nunber of people quite ready to supply it."

"And there's safety in nunbers, eh? Ten are nore trustworthy than one. Excuse me, | shouldn't use
Karhidish, | forgot." He went on in Ogota, "Banished men should never speak their native tongue;
it cones bitter fromtheir nouth. And this | anguage suits a traitor better, | think; drips off
one's teeth |ike sugar-syrup. M. A, | have the right to thank you. You perforned a service both
for me and for ny old friend and kemmeri ng Ashe Foreth, and in his name and mne | claimnmny right.
My thanks take the form of advice." He paused; | said nothing. | had never heard himuse this sort
of harsh, elaborate courtesy, and had no idea what it signified. He went on, "You are, in

M shnory, what you were not, in Erhenrang. There they said you were; here they'll say you're not.
You are the tool of a faction. | advise you to be careful how you let themuse you. | advise you

to find out what the eneny faction is, and who they are, and never to let themuse you, for they
will not use you well."

He stopped. | was about to demand that he be nore specific, but he said, "Goodbye, M. A, "
turned, and left. | stood benunmbed. The man was |ike an el ectric shock-nothing to hold on to and
you don't know what hit you.

He had certainly spoiled the nood of peaceful self-congratulation in which | had eaten breakfast.
I went to the narrow w ndow and | ooked out. The snow had thinned a little. It was beautiful
drifting in white clots and clusters like a fall of cherry-petals in the orchards of my hone, when
a spring wind blows down the green slopes of Borland, where | was born: on Earth, warm Earth,
where trees bear flowers in spring. All at once | was utterly downcast and homesick. Two years
had spent on this damed planet, and the third wi nter had begun before autumm was underway- nont hs
and nmonths of unrelenting cold, sleet, ice, wind, rain, snow, cold, cold inside, cold outside,
cold to the bone and the marrow of the bone. And all that time on nmy own, alien and isol ate,

wi thout a soul | could trust. Poor Genly, shall we cry? | saw Estraven conme out of the house onto
the street below ne, a dark foreshortened figure in the even, vague gray-white of the snow. He

| ooked about, adjusting the |oose belt of his hieb-he wore no coat. He set off down the street,
wal king with a deft, definite grace, a quickness of being that nade himseemin that ninute the
only thing alive in all M shnory.

| turned back to the warmroom Its conforts were stuffy and cl oddi sh, the heater, the padded
chairs, the bed piled with furs, the rugs, drapes, wappings, nufflings.

I put on my winter coat and went out for a walk, in a disagreeable nood, in a disagreeable world.
I was to lunch that day with Commensal s bsle and Yegey and others | had nmet the night before, and
to be introduced to some | had not met. Lunch is usually served froma buffet and eaten standing
up, perhaps so that one will not feel he has spent the entire day sitting at table. For this
formal affair, however, places were set at table, and the buffet was enornous, eighteen or twenty
hot and col d dishes, nostly variations on sube-eggs and breadapple. At the sideboard, before the
taboo on conversation applied, Obsle remarked to ne while loading up his plate with batter-fried
sube-eggs, "The fell ow naned Mersen is a spy from Erhenrang, and Gaumthere is an open agent of
the Sarf, you know." He spoke conversationally, laughed as if | had nmade an arusing reply, and
moved of f to the pickled blackfish.

I had no idea what the Sarf was.

As people were beginning to sit down a young fellow cane in and spoke to the host, Yegey, who then
turned to us. "News from Karhide," he said. "King Argaven's child was born this norning, and died
within the hour."

There was a pause, and a buzz, and then the handsone nan called Gaum | aughed and lifted up his
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beer-tankard. "May all the Kings of Karhide live as long!" he cried. Sone drank the toast with
him nost did not. "Name of Meshe, to laugh at a child' s death," said a fat old man in purple
sitting heavily down beside nme, his |eggings bunched around his thighs Iike skirts, his face heavy
wi th di sgust

Di scussion arose as to which of his kemering-sons Argaven nmight nanme as his heir-for he was well
over forty and woul d now surely have no child of his flesh- and how | ong he night |eave Tibe as
Regent. Some thought the regency would be ended at once, others were dubious. "Wat do you think
M. A ?" asked the nman called Mersen, whom Cbsle had identified as a Karhidish agent, and thus
presumably one of Tibe's own nen. "You' ve just cone from Erhenrang, what are they saying there
about these runors that Argaven has in fact abdicated w thout announcenent, handed the sl edge over
to his cousin?"

"Well, 1've heard the runor, yes."
"Do you think it's got any foundation?"
"I have no idea," | said, and at this point the host intervened with a mention of the weather; for

peopl e had begun to eat.

After servants had cleared away the plates and the nountai nous weckage of roasts and pickles from
the buffet, we all sat on around the long table; snmall cups of a fierce |iquor were served,
lifewater they called it, as nen often do; and they asked nme questi ons.

Since ny exam nation by the physicians and scientists of Erhenrang | had not been faced with a
group of people who wanted nme to answer their questions. Few Karhiders, even the fishernen and
farnmers with whom | had spent ny first nonths, had been willing to satisfy their curiosity-which
was often intense-by sinply asking. They were involute, introvert, indirect; they did not |ike
questions and answers. | though of O herherd Fastness, of what Faxe the Waver had sai d concerning
answers... Even the experts had Iimted their questions to strictly physiological subjects, such
as the glandular and circulatory functions in which | differed nost notably fromthe Gethenian
norm They had never gone on to ask, for exanple, how the continuous sexuality of ny race

i nfluenced its social institutions, how we handl ed our 'permanent kenmer'. They |istened, when |
told them the psychol ogists listened when | told them about mni ndspeech; but not one of them had
brought hinself to ask enough general questions to formany adequate picture of Terran or
Ekuneni cal society-except, perhaps, Estraven.

Here they weren't quite so tied up by considerations of everybody's prestige and pride, and
questions evidently were not insulting either to the asker or the one questioned. However | soon
saw that sonme of the questioners were out to catch ne, to prove nme a fraud. That threw ne off

bal ance a minute. | had of course met with incredulity in Karhide, but seldomwith a will to
incredulity. Tibe had put on an el aborate show of goi ng-al ong-with-the-hoax, the day of the parade
in Erhenrang, but as | now knew that was part of the gane he had played to discredit Estraven, and
| guessed that Tibe did in fact believe nme. He had seen ny ship, after all, the little |l ander that
had brought ne down onpl anet; he had free access along with anyone el se to the engineers' reports
on the ship and the ansible. None of these Orgota had seen the ship. | could show themthe
ansible, but it didn't nake a very convincing Alien Artifact, being so inconprehensible as to fit
in wth hoax as well as with reality. The old Law of Cultural Enbargo stood agai nst the

i mportation of analyzable, inmtable artifacts at this stage, and so | had nothing with ne except
the ship and ansible, ny box of pictures, the indubitable peculiarity of my body, and the
unprovabl e singularity of nmy mind. The pictures passed around the table, and were exanined wth
the nonconmittal expression you see on the faces of people |ooking at pictures of somebody el se's
famly. The questioning continued. Wat, asked Cbsle, was the Ekunmen-a world, a | eague of worlds,
a place, a government?

"Well, all of those and none. Ekunen is our Terran word; in the commpn tongue it's called the
Househol d; in Karhidish it would be the Hearth. In Orgota I'mnot sure, | don't know the | anguage
wel | enough yet. Not the Commensality, | think, though there are undoubtedly sinmilarities between
the Conmensal Governnent and the Ekunen. But the Ekumen is not essentially a governnent at all. It
is an attenpt to reunify the nystical with the political, and as such is of course nostly a
failure; but its failure has done nore good for humanity so far than the successes of its
predecessors. It is a society and it has, at least potentially, a culture. It is a form of
education; in one aspect it's a sort of very large school -very |large indeed. The notives of

conmuni cation and cooperation are of its essence, and therefore in another aspect it's a |eague or
uni on of worlds, possessing sone degree of centralized conventional organization. It's this
aspect, the League, that | now represent. The Ekunen as a political entity functions through
coordi nation, not by rule. It does not enforce | aws; decisions are reached by council and consent,
not by consensus or comrand. As an economic entity it is imrensely active, |ooking after

i nterworl d conmuni cati on, keeping the bal ance of trade anong the Eighty Worlds. Eighty-four, to be
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precise, if Gethen enters the Ekunen..."

"What do you nean, it doesn't enforce its laws?" said Slose.

"It hasn't any. Menber states follow their own [ aws; when they clash the Ekunmen nedi ates, attenpts
to make a legal or ethical adjustnment or collation or choice. Now if the Ekunen, as an experi nent
in the superorganic, does eventually fail, it will have to becone a peace-keeping force, develop a
police, and so on. But at this point there's no need. All the central worlds are still recovering
froma disastrous era a couple of centuries ago, reviving lost skills and | ost ideas, |earning how
to talk again..." How could I explain the Age of the Eneny, and its aftereffects, to a people who
had no word for war?

"This is absolutely fascinating, M. Ai," said the host, Comrensal Yegey, a delicate, dapper

drawing fellow with keen eyes. "But | can't see what they'd want with us. | nean to say, what
particul ar good is an eighty-fourth world to then? And not, | take it, a very clever world, for we
don't have Star Ships and so on, as they all do."

"None of us did, until the Hainish and the Cetians arrived. And some worlds still weren't all owed

to, for centuries, until the Ekunen established the canons for what | think you here call Open
Trade." That got a laugh all around, for it was the nane of Yegey's party or faction within the
Conmmensality. "Open trade is really what |'"mhere to try to set up. Trade not only in goods, of
course, but in know edge, technol ogi es, ideas, philosophies, art, nedicine, science, theory... |
doubt that Gethen would ever do nuch physical com ng-and-going to the other worlds. W are
seventeen light-years here fromthe nearest Ekunenical Wrld, dlul, a planet of the star you cal
Asyonse; the farthest is two hundred and fifty light-years away and you cannot even see its star.
Wth the ansible comuni cator, you could talk with that world as if by radio with the next town.
But | doubt you'd ever neet any people fromit... The kind of trade | speak of can be highly
profitable, but it consists largely of sinple comunication rather than of transportation. My job
here is, really, to find out if you're willing to conmunicate with the rest of mankind."

"'*You,'" Slose repeated, |leaning forward intensely: "Does that mean Orgoreyn? or does it mean

Get hen as a whol e?"

| hesitated a nonent, for it was not the question |I had expected.

"Here and now, it neans Orgoreyn. But the contract cannot be exclusive. If Sith, or the Island
Nations, or Karhide decide to enter the Ekunen, they nmay. It's a matter of individual choice each
time. Then what generally happens, on a planet as highly devel oped as Gethen, is that the various
ant hrotypes or regions or nations end up by establishing a set of representatives to function as
coordi nator on the planet and with the other planets-a local Stability, in our terns. Alot of
tinme is saved by beginning this way; and noney, by sharing the expense. If you decided to set up a
starship of your own, for instance."

"By the milk of Meshe!" said fat Hunery beside ne. "You wantus to go shooting off into the Void?
Ugh!" He wheezed, |ike the high notes of an accordion, in disgust and amusenent.

Gaum spoke: "Where isyour ship, M. A ?" He put the question softly, half-sniling, as if it were
extremely subtle and he wi shed the subtlety to be noticed. He was a npbst extraordinarily handsone
human bei ng, by any standards and as either sex, and I couldn't help staring at himas | answered,
and al so wondered agai n what the Sarf was. "Wy, that's no secret; it was tal ked about a good bit
on the Karhidish radio. The rocket that |anded nme on Horden Island is nowin the Royal Wrkshop
Foundry in the Artisan School; npbst of it, anyway; | think various experts went off with various
bits of it after they'd examined it."

"Rocket?" inquired Hunery, for | had used the Orgota word for firecracker.

"It succinctly describes the nethod of propul sion of the |andingboat, sir."

Humery wheezed sone nore. Gaum nerely sniled, saying, "Then you have no neans of returning to..
wel |, wherever you cane fronP"

"Ch, yes. | could speak to Alul by ansible and ask themto send a NAFAL ship to pick nme up. It
woul d get here in seventeen years. Or | could radio to the starship that brought me into your
solar system It's in orbit around your sun now. It would get here in a matter of days."

The sensation that caused was visible and audi bl e, and even Gaum coul dn't hide his surprise. There
was sone di screpancy here. This was the one major fact | had kept conceal ed in Karhide, even from
Estraven. If, as | had been given to understand, the O gota knew about ne only what Karhi de had
chosen to tell them then this should have been only one anpng nany surprises. But it wasn't. It
was the big one.

"Where is this ship, sir?" Yegey demanded.

"Orbiting the sun, sonewhere between Get hen and Kuhurn.™

"How did you get fromit to here?"

"By the firecracker," said old Hunery.

"Precisely. W don't land an interstellar ship on a popul ated planet until open conmunication or
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alliance is established. So | came in on a little rocket-boat, and | anded on Horden I|sland."

"And you can get in touch with the-with the big ship by ordinary radio, M. A ?" That was Qbsle.
"Yes," | omtted nention for the present of nmy little relay satellite, set into orbit fromthe
rocket; | did not want to give themthe inpression that their sky was full of my junk. "It would
take a fairly powerful transmtter, but you have plenty of those."

"Then we could radi o your ship?"

"Yes, if you had the proper signal. The people aboard are in a condition we call stasis,

hi bernati on you night say, so that they won't |ose out of their lives the years they spend waiting
for me to get ny business done down here. The proper signal on the proper wavelength will set
machi nery in notion which will bring themout of stasis; after which they'Il consult with ne by
radi o, or by ansible using Alul as relay-center."

Sormeone asked uneasily, "How nmany of then®"

"El even."

That brought a little sound of relief, a laugh. The tension relaxed a little.

"What if you never signal ed?" Cbsle asked.

"They' || cone out of stasis automatically, about four years from now. "

"Woul d they conme here after you, then?"

"Not unless they'd heard fromne. They'd consult with the Stabiles on A lul and Ham by ansi bl e.
Most likely they'd decide to try agai n-send down anot her person as Envoy. The Second Envoy often
finds things easier than the First. He has |less explaining to do, and people are likelier to
believe him.."

Cbsl e grinned. Most of the others still |ooked thoughtful and guarded. Gaum gave ne an airy little
nod, as if applauding nmy quickness to reply: a conspirator's nod. Slose was staring bright-eyed
and tense at sone inner vision, fromwhich he turned abruptly to ne. "Wy," he said, "M. Envoy,
did you never speak of this other ship, during your two years in Karhide?"

"How do we know that he didn't?" said Gaum smling.

"We know dammed wel |l that he didn't, M. Gaum" said Yegey, also smling.

"l didn't," | said. "This is why. The idea of that ship, waiting out there, can be an alarm ng
one. | think sone of you find it so. In Karhide, | never advanced to a point of confidence with
those | dealt with that allowed ne to take the risk of speaking of the ship. Here, you' ve had

| onger to think about me; you're willing to listen to me out in the open, in public; you re not so
much ruled by fear. | took the risk because | think the time has come to take it, and that
Orgoreyn is the place.”

"You are right, M. A, you are right!" Slose said violently. "Wthin a nonth you will send for
that ship, and it will be nade welcone in Orgoreyn as the visible sign and seal of the new epoch
Their eyes will be opened who will not see now"

It went on, right on till dinner was served to us where we sat. W ate and drank and went hone,
for one worn out, but pleased all in all with the way things had gone. There were warni ngs and
obscurities, of course. Slose wanted to nake a religion of ne. Gaum wanted to nake a sham of ne.
Mersen seened to want to prove that he was not a Karhidish agent by proving that | was. But QObsle,
Yegey, and sone others were working on a higher level. They wanted to comunicate with the
Stabiles, and to bring the NAFAL ship down on Orgota ground, in order to persuade or coerce the
Commensal ity of Orgoreyn to ally itself with the Ekunen. They believed that in doing so O goreyn
woul d gain a large and lasting prestige-victory over Karhide, and that the Conmensal s who

engi neered this victory would gain according prestige and power in their government. Their Open
Trade faction, a mnority in the Thirty-Three, opposed the continuation of the Sinoth Valley

di spute, and in general represented a conservative, unaggressive, non-nationalistic policy. They
had been out of power for a long time and were calculating that their way back to power m ght,
with some risks taken, lie on the road | pointed out. That they saw no farther than that, that mny
ni ssion was a nmeans to them and not an end, was no great harm Once they were on the road, they
m ght begin to get sone sense of where it could take them Meanwhile, if shortsighted, they were
at least realistic.

bsl e, speaking to persuade others, had said, "Either Karhide will fear the strength this alliance
will give us- and Karhide is always afraid of new ways and new i deas, renenber-and so will hang
back and be left behind. O else the Erhenrang Government will get up their courage and cone and
ask to join, after us, in second place. In either case the shifgrethor of Karhide will be

di m ni shed; and in either case, we drive the sledge. If we have the wits to take this advantage
now, it will be a permanent advantage and a certain one!" Then turning to nme, "But the Ekumen rmust
be willing to help us, M. Ai. W have got to have nore to show our people than you al one, one
man, already known in Erhenrang.”

"I see that, Commensal. You'd like a good, showy proof, and I'd like to offer one. But | cannot
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bring down the ship until its safety and your integrity are reasonably secure. | need the consent
and the guarantee of your governnent, which | take it would nean the whole board of Comensal s-
publicly announced.”

bsl e | ooked dour, but said, "Fair enough.”

Driving hone with Shusgis, who had contributed nothing but his jovial laugh to the afternoon's
busi ness, | asked, "M . Shusgis, what is the Sarf?"

"One of the Pernmanent Bureaus of the Internal Administration. Looks out after false registries,
unaut hori zed travel, job-substitutions, forgeries, that sort of thing-trash. That's whatsarf neans
in gutter-Orgota, trash, it's a nicknane."

"Then the Inspectors are agents of the Sarf?"

"Well, some are.”
"And the police, | suppose they cone under its authority to sone extent?" | put the question
cautiously and was answered in kind. "I suppose so. |I'min the External Adm nistration, of course,

and | can't keep all the offices straight, over in Internal."

"They certainly are confusing;, now what's the Waters O fice, for instance?" So | backed off as
best | could fromthe subject of the Sarf. What Shusgis had not said on the subject mght have
meant nothing at all to a man from Hain, say, or lucky Chiffewar; but | was born on Earth. It is
not altogether a bad thing to have crimnal ancestors. An arsonist grandfather may bequeath one a
nose for snelling snoke.

It had been entertaining and fascinating to find here on Gethen governments so simlar to those in
the ancient histories of Terra: a nonarchy, and a genuine full bl own bureaucracy. This new

devel opnent was al so fascinating, but less entertaining. It was odd that in the less primtive
society, the nore sinister note was struck

So Gaum who wanted me to be a liar, was an agent of the secret police of Orgoreyn. Did he know
that Cbsle knew himas such? No doubt he did. Was he then the agent provocateur? Was he nominally
wor ki ng with, or against, Obsle's faction? Wich of the factions within the Government of Thirty-
Three controlled, or was controlled by, the Sarf? | had better get these matters straight, but it
m ght not be easy to do so. My course, which for a while had | ooked so clear and hopeful, seened
likely to beconme as tortuous and beset with secrets as it had been in Erhenrang. Everything had
gone all right, | thought, until Estraven had appeared shadow i ke at ny side |ast night.

"What's Lord Estraven's position, here in Mshnory?" | asked Shusgis, who had settled back as if
hal f asleep in the corner of the snooth-running car.

"Estraven? Harth, he's called here, you know. W don't have titles in Orgoreyn, dropped all that
with the New Epoch. Well, he's a dependent of Conmensal Yegey's, | understand.”

"He lives there?"

"l believe so."

I was about to say that it was odd that he had been at Slose's |ast night and not at Yegey's
today, when | saw that in the light of our brief norning interviewit wasn't very odd. Yet even
the idea that he was intentionally keeping away nmade ne unconfortable.

"They found him" said Shusgis, resettling his broad hips on the cushioned seat, "over in the
Southside in a glue factory or a fish cannery or sone such place, and gave hima hand out of the
gutter. Sone of the Open Trade crowd, | nean. O course he was useful to themwhen he was in the
kyorremy and Prine Mnister, so they stand by himnow Minly they do it to annoy Mersen, | think
Ha, ha! Mersen's a spy for Tibe, and of course he thinks nobody knows it but everybody does, and
he can't stand the sight of Harth-thinks he's either a traitor or a double agent and doesn't know
which, and can't risk shifgrethor in finding out. Ha, hal"

"Which do you think Harth is, M. Shusgis?"

"Atraitor, M. Al. Pure and sinple. Sold out his country's claims in the Sinoth Valley in order
to prevent Tibe's rise to power, but didn't manage it cleverly enough. He'd have net with worse
puni shrent than exile, here. By Meshe's tits! If you play against your own side you'll |ose the
whol e ganme. That's what these fellows with no patriotism only self-1ove, can't see. Though

don't suppose Harth rmuch cares where he is so long as he can keep on wiggling towards sone kind
of power. He hasn't done so badly here, in five nonths, as you see."

"Not so badly."

"You don't trust himeither, eh?"

"No, | don't."

"I"'mglad to hear it, M. Ai. | don't see why Yegey and Cbsle hang on to the fellow. He's a proven
traitor, out for his own profit, and trying to hang onto your sledge, M. Ai, until he can keep
hinself going. That's how | see it. Well, | don't knowthat I'd give himany free rides, if he

came asking ne for one!" Shusgis puffed and nodded vigorously in approval of his own opinion, and
smiled at me, the smile of one virtuous man to another. The car ran softly through the w de, well-
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lit streets. The norning's snow was nelted except for dingy heaps along the gutters; it was
raining now, a cold, small rain.

The great buildings of central M shnory, government offices, schools, Yonesh tenples, were so
blurred by rain in the liquid glare of the high streetlights that they |ooked as if they were
melting. Their corners were vague, their facades streaked, dewed, snmeared. There was sonething
fluid, insubstantial, in the very heaviness of this city built of nonoliths, this nmonolithic state
which called the part and the whol e by the sane nane. And Shusgis, ny jovial host, a heavy man, a
substantial man, he too was somehow, around the corners and edges, a little vague, a little, just
alittle bit unreal

Ever since | had set off by car through the wi de golden fields of Orgoreyn four days ago,

begi nni ng ny successful progress towards the inner sanctuns of M shnory, | had been m ssing
sonething. But what?'| felt insulated. | had not felt the cold, lately. They kept roons decently
warm here. | had not eaten with pleasure, lately. O gota cooking was insipid; no harmin that.

But why did the people | net, whether well or ill disposed towards nme, also seeminsipid? There
were vivid personalities anong them Cbsle, Slose, the handsone and detestabl e Gaum -and yet each
of them |l acked some quality, sone dinension of being; and they failed to convince. They were not
qui te solid.

It was, | thought, as if they did not cast shadows.

This kind of rather highflow speculation is an essential part of my job. Wthout sone capacity
for it I could not have qualified as a Mobile, and | received formal training in it on Hain, where
they dignify it with the title of Farfetching. Wat one is after when farfetching nmight be
described as the intuitive perception of a noral entirety; and thus it tends to find expression
not in rational synbols, but in netaphor. | was never an outstanding farfetcher, and this night |
distrusted ny own intuitions, being very tired. Wien | was back in ny apartment | took refuge in a
hot shower. But even there | felt a vague unease, as if the hot water was not altogether real and
reliable, and could not be counted on

11. Soliloquies in Mshnory

M SHNORY. STRETH SUSMY.| am not hopeful, yet all events show cause for hope. Cbsle haggl es and
dickers with his fell ow Commensal s, Yegey enpl oys bl andi shnents, Sl ose proselytizes, and the
strength of their following grows. They are astute nen, and have their faction well in hand. Only
seven of the Thirty-Three are reliable Open Traders; of the rest, Qbsle thinks to gain the sure
support of ten, giving a bare mgjority.

One of them seens to have a true interest in the Envoy: Csl. Ithepen of the Eynyen District, who
has been curious about the Alien Mssion since, while working for the Sarf, he was in charge of
censoring the broadcasts we sent out from Erhenrang. He seens to carry the wei ght of those
suppressi ons on his conscience. He proposed to Cbsle that the Thirty-Three announce their
invitation to the Star Ship not only to their countrynmen, but at the sane tine to Karhide, asking
Argaven to join Karhide's voice to the invitation. A noble plan, and it will not be followed. They
will not ask Karhide to join themin anything.

The Sarf's men anong the Thirty-Three of course oppose any consideration at all of the Envoy's
presence and mission. As for those | ukewarm and unconmitted whom Cbsl e hopes to enlist, | think
they fear the Envoy, nmuch as Argaven and nost of the Court did; with this difference, that Argaven
t hought himmad, like hinself, while they think hima liar, |like themselves. They fear to swall ow
a great hoax in public, a hoax already refused by Karhide, a hoax perhaps even invented by
Kar hi de. They nake their invitation, they make it publicly; then where is their shifgrethor, when
no Star Ship cones?

I ndeed Genly Al demands of us an inordinate trustful ness.

To himevidently it is not inordinate.

And Obsl e and Yegey think that a majority of the Thirty-Three will be persuaded to trust him | do
not know why | am | ess hopeful than they; perhaps | do not really want Orgoreyn to prove nore
enlightened than Karhide, to take the risk and win the praise and | eave Karhide in the shadow. |If
this envy be patriotic, it conmes too late; as soon as | saw that Ti be would soon have ne oust ed,
did all | could to ensure that the Envoy would conme to Orgoreyn, and in exile here | have done
what | could to win themto him

Thanks to the noney he brought ne from Ashe | now live by nyself again, as a 'unit' not a
"dependent.' | go to no nore banquets, am not seen in public with Obsle or other supporters of the
Envoy, and have not seen the Envoy hinself for over a halfnonth, since his second day in M shnory.
He gave ne Ashe's noney as one would give a hired assassin his fee. | have not often been so
angry, and | insulted himdeliberately. He knew | was angry but | amnot sure he understood that
he was insulted; he seened toaccept nmy advice despite the manner of its giving; and when ny tenper
cooled | saw this, and was worried by it. Is it possible that all along in Erhenrang he was
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seeking my advice, not knowing howto tell ne that he sought it? If so, then he nust have

m sunder st ood half and not understood the rest of what | told himby my fireside in the Pal ace,
the night after the Cerenpony of the Keystone. Hi's shifgrethor nust be founded, and conmposed, and
sustai ned, altogether differently fromours; and when | thought nyself npbst blunt and frank with
hi m he may have found ne nost subtle and uncl ear

Hi s obtuseness is ignorance. Hs arrogance is ignorance. He is ignorant of us: we of him He is
infinitely a stranger, and | a fool, to let nmy shadow cross the |light of the hope he brings us.

keep ny nortal vanity down. | keep out of his way: for clearly that is what he wants. He is right.
An exiled Karhidish traitor is no credit to his cause.

Conformable to the Orgota |law that each 'unit' nust have enploynent, | work from Ei ghth Hour to
noon in a plastics factory. Easy work: | run a machine which fits together and heatbonds pi eces of
plastic to formlittle transparent boxes. | do not know what the boxes are for. In the afternoon
finding nyself dull, | have taken up the old disciplines | learned in Rotherer. | amglad to see
have [ ost no skill at sunmoni ng dothe-strength, or entering the untrance; but | get little good
out of the untrance, and as for the skills of stillness and of fasting, | mght as well never have
| earned them and nust start all over, like a child. | have fasted now one day, and ny belly

screanms A week! A nont h!
The nights freeze now, tonight a hard wind bears frozen rain. All evening | have thought
continually of Estre and the sound of the wi nd seens the sound of the wind that blows there.

wote to ny son tonight, a long letter. Wiile witing it | had again and again a sense of Arek's
presence, as if | should see himif | turned. Wiy do | keep such notes as these? For ny son to
read? Little good they would do him | wite to be witing in my own | anguage, perhaps.

Har hahad Susny. Still no nention of the Envoy has been nade on the radio, not a word. | wonder if
Genly Al sees that in Orgoreyn, despite the vast visible apparatus of governnent, nothing is done
visibly, nothing is said aloud. The nachi ne conceal s the machi nati ons.

Ti be wants to teach Karhide howto lie. He takes his | essons from Orgoreyn: a good school. But |
think we shall have trouble learning howto lie, having for so long practiced the art of going
round and round the truth w thout ever |ying about it, or reaching it either

A big Orgota foray yesterday across the Ey; they burned the granaries of Tekenber. Precisely what
the Sarf wants, and what Ti be wants. But where does it end?

Sl ose, having turned his Yonesh nysticismonto the Envoy's statenents, interprets the com ng of
the Ekumen to earth as the com ng of the Reign of Meshe anong nmen, and | oses sight of our purpose.
"We nust halt this rivalry with Karhi debefore the New Men come, " he says. "W nust cl eanse our
spirits for their comng. W nust forego shifgrethor, forbid all acts of vengeance, and unite
toget her without envy as brothers of one Hearth."

But how, until they cone? How to break the circle?

@Quyrny Susny. Sl ose heads a comittee that purposes to suppress the obscene plays performed in
publ i ¢ kemmer houses here; they must be Iike the Karhidi shhuhuth. Sl ose opposes them because they
are trivial, vulgar, and bl asphenpus.

To oppose sonething is to maintain it.

They say here "all roads lead to Mshnory."'

To be sure, if you turn your back on M shnory and wal k

away fromit, you are still on the M shnory road. To oppose vulgarity is inevitably to be vul gar.
You nust go sonmewhere el se; you nust have another goal; then you wal k a different road.
Yegey in the Hall of the Thirty-Three today: "I unalterably oppose this bl ockade of grain-exports

to Karhide, and the spirit of competition which nmotivates it." Right enough, but he will not get
off the Mshnory road going that way. He nust offer an alternative. Orgoreyn and Karhi de both nust
stop following the road they're on, in either direction; they nust go sonewhere el se, and break
the circle. Yegey, | think, should be tal king of the Envoy and of nothing el se.

To be an atheist is to maintain God. His existence or his nonexistence, it amounts to nuch the
sanme, on the plane of proof. Thusproof is a word not often used anbng the Handdarata, who have
chosen not to treat God as a fact, subject either to proof or to belief: and they have broken the
circle, and go free

To | earn which questions are unanswerabl e, andnot to answer them this skill is nmobst needful in
times of stress and darkness.

Tor nenbod Susmny. My unease grows: still not one word about the Envoy has been spoken on the Centra
Bureau Radi 0. None of the news about himthat we used to broadcast from Erhenrang was ever

rel eased here, and runors rising out of illegal radio reception over the border, and traders' and

travel ers' stories, never seemto have spread far. The Sarf has nore conplete control over

conmmuni cations than | knew, or thought possible. The possibility is awesone. |In Karhide king and
kyorremy have a good deal of control over what people do, but very little over what they hear, and
none over what they say. Here, the governnent can check not only act but thought. Surely no men
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shoul d have such power over others.

Shusgi s and others take Genly Ai about the city openly. | wonder if he sees that this openness
hi des the fact that he is hidden. No one knows he is here. |I ask ny fell owworkers at the factory,
they know not hing and think I amtalking of sonme crazy Yonesh sectarian. No infornation, no
interest, nothing that m ght advance Ai's cause, or protect his life.

It is a pity he looks so like us. In Erhenrang people often pointed himout on the street, for
they knew sone truth or tal k about himand knew he was there. Here where his presence is kept
secret his person goes unremarked. They see himno doubt nuch as |I first saw him an unusually
tall, husky, and dark youth just entering kenmer. | studied the physicians' reports on himlast
year. Hi s differences fromus are profound. They are not superficial. One nust know himto know
himalien.

Why do they hide him then? Wy does not one of the Commensals force the issue and speak of himin
a public speech or on the radio? Wy is even Cbsle silent? Qut of fear.

My king was afraid of the Envoy; these fellows are afraid of one another.

I think that |, a foreigner, amthe only person Obsle trusts. He has sonme pleasure in ny conmpany
(as | in his), and several tines has waived shifgrethor and frankly asked ny advice. But when |
urge himto speak out, to raise public interest as a defense against factional intrigue, he does
not hear ne.

"If the entire Commensality had their eyes on the Envoy, the Sarf would not dare touch him" |
say, "or you, Cbsle."

bsl e sighs. "Yes, yes, but we can't do it, Estraven. Radio, printed bulletins, scientific

periodicals, they're all in the Sarf's hands. Wiat am | to do, nake speeches on a street-corner
Iike sone fanatic priest?"
"Well, one can talk to people, set runors going; | had to do sonething of the sanme sort |ast year

in Erhenrang. Get peopl e asking questions to which you have the answer, that is, the Envoy

hi nsel f. "

"I'f only he'd bring that dammed Ship of his down here, so that we had sonething to show peopl e!
But as it is-"

"He won't bring his Ship down until he knows that you're acting in good faith."

"Am | not?" cries Obsle, fattening out like a great hob-fish- "Haven't | spent every hour of the
past nonth on this business? Good faith! He expects us to believe whatever he tells us, and then
doesn't trust us in return!”

" Shoul d he?"
Cbsl e puffs and does not reply.
He cones nearer honesty than any Orgota government official | know.

Qdget heny Susmy. To becone a high officer in the Sarf one must have, it seens, a certain conplex
formof stupidity. Gaumexenplifies it. He sees ne as a Karhidish agent attenpting to | ead
Orgoreyn into a tremendous prestige-loss by persuading themto believe in the hoax of the Envoy
fromthe Ekunen; he thinks that | spent my tine as Prime Mnister preparing this hoax. By God,
have better things to do than play shifgrethor with scum But that is a sinplicity he is

unequi pped to see. Now that Yegey has apparently cast ne off Gaumthinks | nust be purchasabl e,
and so prepared to buy ne out in his own curious fashion. He has watched ne or had ne wat ched

cl ose enough that he knew | would be due to enter kemmer on Posthe or Tornenbod; so he turned up
last night in full kemrer, hornone-induced no doubt, ready to seduce nme. An accidental neeting on
Pyenefen Street. "Harth! | haven't seen you in a hal fnonth, where have you been hiding yourself
|ately? Come have a cup of ale with nme.”

He chose an al ehouse next door to one of the Commensal Public Kemerhouses. He ordered us not ale,
but lifewater. He neant to waste no tine. After one glass he put his hand on nine and shoved his

face up close, whispering, "W didn't'neet by chance, | waited for you: | crave you for ny
kemmering tonight," and he called ne by nmy given nane. | did not cut his tongue out, because since
| left Estre | don't carry a knife. | told himthat | intended to abstain while in exile. He cooed

and nmuttered and held on to ny hands. He was going very rapidly into full phase as a woman. Gaum
is very beautiful in kemtmmer, and he counted on his beauty and his sexual insistence, know ng,
suppose, that being of the Handdara | would be unlikely to use kenmer-reduction drugs, and woul d
make a point of abstinence against the odds. He forgot that detestation is as good as any drug.
got free of his paw ng, which of course was having sone effect on nme, and left him suggesting
that he try the public kemmerhouse next door. At that he | ooked at ne with pitiable hatred: for
he was, however false his purpose, truly in kemmer and deeply roused.

Did he really think 1'd sell nyself for his small change? He nust think me very uneasy; which

i ndeed, nmakes ne uneasy.

Damm them these unclean men. There is not one clean nan anbng them
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Qdsordny Susny. This afternoon Genly Al spoke in the Hall of the Thirty-Three. No audience was
pernmitted and no broadcast nade, but Cbsle later had nme in and played me his own tape of the
session. The Envoy spoke well, with noving candor and urgency. There is an innocence in himthat |
have found nmerely foreign and foolish; yet in another noment that seem ng i nnocence reveals a

di scipline of know edge and a | argeness of purpose that awes nme. Through hi m speaks a shrewd, and
magnani nous peopl e, a people who have woven together into one wi sdoma profound, old, terrible,
and uni magi nably various experience of life. But he hinself is young: inpatient, inexperienced. He
stands hi gher than we stand, seeing wider, but he is hinmself only the height of a man.

He speaks better now than he did in Erhenrang, nore sinply and nore subtly; he has |earned his job
in doing it, like us all.

Hi s speech was often interrupted by nenbers of the Domi nation faction demandi ng that the President
stop this lunatic, turn himout, and get on with the order of business. Csl. Yenmenbey was nost
obst reperous, and probably spontaneous. "You don't swallow thisgichy-m chyp" he kept roaring
across to Obsle. Planned interruptions which nade part of the tape hard to follow were I ed, Obsle
says, by Kaharosile.-From nenory:

Al shel (presiding): M. Envoy, we find this information, and the proposals nade by M. Cbsle, M.
Sl ose, M. Ithepen, M. Yegey and others, nobst interesting-nost stinulating. W need, however, a
little nore to go on. (Laughter) Since the King of Karhide has your... the vehicle you arrived on
| ocked up where we can't see it, would it be possible, as suggested, for you to bring down your..
Star Ship? What do you call it?

Ai: Starship is a good nane, sir.

Al shel: Ch? Wat do you call it?

Ai: Well, technically, it's a manned interstellar Cetian Design NAFAL-20.

Voice: You're sure it's not St. Pethethe's sledge? (Laughter)

Al shel: Please. Yes. Well, if you can get this ship down onto the ground here-solid ground you

m ght say-so that we can, as it were, have sonme substantial -

Voi ce: Substantial fishguts!

Ai: | want very nuch to bring that ship down, M. Al shel, as proof and w tness of our reciproca
good faith. | await only your prelimnary public announcenent of the event.

Kaharosile: Don't you see, Commensals, what all this is? It's not just a stupid joke. It is, in
intention, a public nockery of our credulity, our gullibility, our stupidity-engineered, wth

i ncredi bl e i npudence, by this person who stands here before us today. You know he comes from
Kar hi de. You know he is a Karhidish agent. You can see he is a sexual deviant of a type which in
Kar hi de, due to the influence of the Dark Cult, is left uncured, and sonetines is even
artificially created for the Foretellers' orgies. And yet when he says "I amfrom outer space"
sonme of you actually shut your eyes, abase your intellects, andbelieve! Never could | have thought
it possible, etc., etc.

To judge by the tape, Al withstood gibes and assaults with patience. Obsle says he handl ed hinsel f

well. | was hangi ng about outside the Hall to see them come out after the Session of the Thirty-
Three. Al had a grimpondering | ook. Wll he mght.

My hel pl essness is intolerable. | was one who set this nachi ne runni ng, and now cannot control its
running. | slink in the streets with ny hood pulled forward, to catch a glinpse of the Envoy. For

this useless sneaking life | threw away my power, ny noney, and ny friends. What a fool you are,
Therem
Why can | never set ny heart on a possible thing?

Qdeps Susny. The transnitting device Genly Ai has now turned over to the Thirty-Three, in Cbsle's
care, is not going to change any minds. No doubt it does what he says it does, but if Roya

Mat hemat i ci an Shorst would say of it only, "I don't understand the principles,” then no Orgota
mat hemati ci an or engi neer will do much better, and nothing is proved or disproved. An admirable
outcone, were this world one Fastness of the Handdara, but alas we nust wal k forward troubling the
new snow, proving and di sproving, asking and answering.

Once nore | pressed on Cbsle the feasibility of having Ai radio his Star Ship, waken the people
aboard, and ask themto converse with the Commensal s by radi o hook-up to the Hall of the Thirty-
Three. This tine Obsle had a reason ready for not doing so. "Listen, Estraven ny dear, the Sarf
runs all our radio, you know that by now. | have no idea, even |, which of the nen in

Communi cations are the Sarf nmen; nost of them no doubt, for I know as a fact that they run the
transmitters and receivers on every |level right down to the technicians and repairmen. They coul d
and woul d bl ock-or falsify -any transnmi ssion we received, if we did receive one! Can you inagi ne
that scene, in the Hall? W 'Quter-spacers' victins of our own hoax, listening with bated breath
to a clutter of static-and nothing el se-no answer, no Message?"
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"And you have no nmoney to hire sone |oyal technicians, or buy off sone of theirs?" | asked; but no
use. He fears for his own prestige. H s behavior towards ne is already changed. If he calls off
his reception for the Envoy tonight, things are in a bad way.

Qdar had Susny. He called off the reception

This morning | went to see the Envoy, in proper Orgota style. Not openly, at Shusgis' house, where
the staff nust be crawing with Sarf agents, Shusgis being one hinself, but in the street, by
chance, Gaum fashi on, sneaking and creeping. "M. A, will you hear nme a nonent?"

He | ooked around startled, and recognizing nme, alarned. After a nonent he broke out, "Wat good is
it, M. Harth? You know that | can't rely on what you say-since Erhenrang-"

That was candid, if not perceptive; yet it was perceptive too: he knew that | wanted to advi se
him not to ask sonething of him and spoke to save ny pride.

| said, "This is Mshnory, not Erhenrang, but the danger you are in is the sanme. If you cannot
persuade Obsle or Yegey to let you nake radio contact with your ship, so that the people aboard it
can while remaining safe | end sone support to your statenents, then | think you should use your
own instrunent, the ansible, and call the ship down at once. The risk it will run is less than the
ri sk you are now running, alone."

"The Conmensal s' debates concerning nmy nmessages have been kept secret. How do you know about rmy
"statements,’ M. Harth?"

"Because | have made it ny life's business to know"

"But it is not your business here, sir. It is up to the Cormensals of Orgoreyn.”

"I tell you that you're in danger of your life, M. A ," | said; to that he said nothing, and

left him

| shoul d have spoken to himdays ago. It is too |late. Fear undoes his mission and ny hope, once
more. Not fear of the alien, the unearthly, not here. These Orgota have not the wits nor size of
spirit to fear what is truly and i mensely strange. They cannot even see it. They | ook at the man
fromanother world and see what? a spy from Karhide, a pervert, an agent, a sorry little politica
Unit |ike thensel ves.

If he does not send for the ship at once it will be too late; it may be already too late. It is ny
fault. | have done nothing right.

12. On Time and Darkness

From The Sayi ngs of Tuhulnme the High Priest, a book of the Yonmesh Canon, conposed in North
Orgoreyn about 900 years ago.

MESHE | S THECenter of Tinme. That nonent of his |life when he saw all things clearly came when he
had lived on earth thirty years, and after it he lived on earth again thirty years, so that the
Seeing befell in the center of his life. And all the ages up until the Seeing were as long as the
ages will be after the Seeing, which befell in the Center of Time. And in the Center there is no
tinme past and no time to cone. In all tine past it is. Inall tine to cone it is. It has not been
nor yet will it be. It is. It is all

Not hi ng i s unseen.

The poor nan of Sheney cane to Meshe |l anenting that he had not food to give the child of his
flesh, nor grain to sow, for the rains had rotted the seed in the ground and all the folk of his
hearth starved. Meshe said, "Dig in the stone-fields of Tuerresh, and you will find there a
treasure of silver and precious stones; for | see a king bury it there, ten thousand years ago,
when a nei ghboring king presses feud upon him"

The poor nan of Sheney dug in the noraines of Tuerresh and uneart hed where Meshe pointed a great
hoard of ancient jewels, and at sight of it he shouted aloud for joy. But Meshe standing by wept

at sight of it, saying, "I see a man kill his hearth-brother for one of those carven stones. That
is ten thousand years from now, and the bones of the nmurdered man will lie in this grave where the
treasure lies. O man of Sheney, | know too where your grave is: | see you lying init."

The Iife of every man is in the Center of Time, for all were seen in the Seeing of Meshe, and are
in his Eye. W are the pupils of his Eye. Qur doing is his Seeing: our being his Know ng.

A hemren-tree in the heart of Ornen Forest, which lies a hundred niles long and a hundred niles
wi de, was old and greatly grown, with a hundred branches and on every branch a thousand tw gs and
on every twig a hundred | eaves. The tree said in its rooted being, "All ny | eaves are seen, but
one, this one in the darkness cast by all the others. This one leaf | keep secret to nyself. Wo
will see it in the darkness of my |eaves? and who will count the nunmber of then?"

Meshe passed through the Forest of Ornen in his wanderings, and fromthat one tree plucked that
one | eaf.

No raindrop falls in the stornms of autumm that ever fell before, and the rain has fallen, and
falls, and will fall throughout all the autums of the years. Meshe saw each drop, where it fell
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and falls, and will fall.

In the Eye of Meshe are all the stars, and the darknesses between the stars: and all are bright.
In the answering of the Question of the Lord of Shorth, in the nonment of the Seeing, Meshe saw al
the sky as if it were all one sun. Above the earth and under the earth all the sphere of sky was
bright as the sun's surface, and there was no darkness. For he saw not what was, nor what will be,
but what is. The stars that flee and take away their light all were present in his eye, and al
their Iight shone presently.*

Darkness is only in the nortal eye, that thinks it sees, but sees not. In the Sight of Meshe there
i s no darkness.

Therefore those that call upon the darkness** are made fools of and spat out fromthe nouth of
Meshe, for they name what is not, calling it Source and End.

There is neither source nor end, for all things are in the Center of Tinme. As all the stars may be
reflected in a round raindrop falling in the night: so too do all the stars reflect the raindrop
There is neither darkness nor death, for all things are, in the |ight of the Moment, and their end
and their beginning are one.

One center, one seeing, one law, one |light. Look nowinto the Eye of Meshe!

*This is a nystical expression of one of the theories used to support the expandi ng-universe

hypot hesi s, first proposed by the Mithematical School of Sith over four thousand years ago and
general |y accepted by later cosnpl ogists, even though neteorol ogi cal conditions on Gethen prevent
their gathering rmuch observational support from astronony. The rate of expansion (Hubble's
constant; Rerherek's constant) can in fact be estimated fromthe observed anount of light in the
ni ght sky; the point here involved is that, if the universe were not expanding, the night sky
woul d not appear to be dark.

**The Handdar at a.

13. Down on the Farm

ALARMED BYEst raven's sudden reappearance, his famliarity with my affairs, and the fierce urgency
of his warnings, | hailed a taxi and drove straight to Qosle's island, neaning to ask the
Commensal how Estraven knew so nuch and why he had suddenly popped up from nowhere urging nme to do
preci sely what Cbsl e yesterday had advi sed agai nst doi ng. The Conmensal was out, the doorkeeper
did not know where he was or when he would be in. | went to Yegey's house with no better luck. A
heavy snow, the heaviest of the autum so far, was falling; ny driver refused to take ne farther
than to Shusgis' house, as he did not have snowcleats on his tires. That evening | failed to
reach obsle, Yegey, or Slose by tel ephone.

At di nner Shusgi s explained: a Yomesh festival was going on, the Solemity of the Saints and

Thr one- Uphol ders, and high officials of the Cormensality were expected to be seen at the tenples.
He al so expl ai ned Estraven's behavi or, shrewdly enough, as that of a nman once powerful and now
fallen, who grasps at any chance to influence persons or events-always |less rationally, nore
desperately, as tinme passes and he knows hinself sinking into powerless anonynity. | agreed that
this would explain Estraven's anxi ous, alnmost frantic manner. The anxi ety had however infected ne.
I was vaguely ill at ease all through that |long and heavy neal. Shusgis tal ked and talked to ne
and to the many enpl oyees, aides and sycophants who sat down at his table nightly; | had never
known himso | ongw nded, so relentlessly jovial. Wen dinner was over it was pretty late for going
out again, and in any case the Solemity woul d keep all the Conmensal s busy, Shusgis said, unti
after mdnight. | decided to pass up supper, and went to bed early. Sone time between m dni ght and
dawn | was awakened by strangers, informed that | was under arrest, and taken by an armed guard to
t he Kunder shaden Prison

Kunder shaden is old, one of the few very old buildings left in Mshnory. | had noticed it often as
I went about the city, a long griny nany-towered ill-Iooking place, distinct anong the pallid

bul ks and hul ks of the Commensal edifices. It is what it looks like and is called. It is a jail.

It is not a front for sonmething else, not a fagade, not a pseudonym It is real, the real thing,
the thing behind the words.

The guards, a sturdy, solid lot, hustled ne through the corridors and left nme alone in a snal

room very dirty and very brightly lit. In a few m nutes another | ot of guards cane crowding in as
escort to a thin-faced man with an air of authority. He dism ssed all but two. | asked himif |
woul d be allowed to send word to Commensal Obsl e

"The Conmensal knows of your arrest.”

| said, "Knows of it?" very stupidly.

"My superiors act, of course, by order of the Thirty-Three.-You will now undergo interrogation."
The guards caught nmy arns. | resisted them saying angrily, "I"'mwlling to answer what you ask,
you can |leave out the intinmdation!" The thin-faced man paid no attention, but called back anot her
guard. The three of them got ne strapped on a pull-down table, stripped nme, and injected ne with,
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| suppose, one of the veridical drugs.

I don't know how | ong the questioning |lasted or what it concerned, as | was drugged nmore or |ess
heavily all the time and have no nenory of it. Wien | came to nyself again | had no i dea how | ong
| had been kept in Kundershaden: four or five days, judging by ny physical condition, but | was
not sure. For sone while after that | did not know what day of the month it was, nor what nonth,
and in fact | came only slowy to conprehend ny surroundi ngs at all

I was in a caravan-truck, nuch like the truck that had carried me over the Kargav to Rer, but in
the van; not the cab. There were twenty or thirty other people in with me, hard to tell how nany,
since there were no wi ndows and light canme only through a slit in the rear door, screened with
four thicknesses of steel nesh. W had evidently been traveling sonme while when | recovered

consci ous thought, as each person's place was nore or |ess defined, and the snell of excreta,
vomit, and sweat had already reached a point it neither surpassed nor declined from No one knew
any of the others. No one knew where we were being taken. There was little talking. It was the
second tinme | had been | ocked in the dark with unconpl ai ni ng, unhopeful people of O goreyn. | knew
now the sign | had been given, ny first night in this country. |I had ignored that black cellar and
gone | ooking for the substance of Orgoreyn above ground, in daylight. No wonder nothing had seened
real .

| felt that the truck was going east, and couldn't get rid of this inpression even when it becane
plain that it was going west, farther and farther into Orgoreyn. One's magnetic and directiona
subsenses are all wrong on other planets; when the intellect won't or can't conpensate for that
wrongness, the result is a profound bew I derment, a feeling that everything, literally, has cone

| oose.

One of the truckl oad died that night. He had been cl ubbed or kicked in the abdonen, and died
henorrhagi ng fromanus and nouth. No one did anything for hinm there was nothing to be done. A
plastic jug of water had been shoved in anpbngst us sonme hours before, but it was |long since dry.
The man happened to be next to ne on the right, and | took his head on ny knees to give himrelief
in breathing; so he died. W were all naked, but thereafter | wore his blood for clothing, on mny

| egs and thighs and hands: a dry, stiff, brown garment with no warnmth init.

The night grew bitter, and we had to get close together for warnth. The corpse, having nothing to
gi ve, was pushed out of the group, excluded. The rest of us huddl ed together, swaying and jolting
all in one notion, all night. Darkness was total inside our steel box. W were on sonme country
road, and no truck foll owed us; even with face pressed up close to the nesh one coul d see not hi ng
out the door-slit but darkness and the vague | oom of fallen snow

Falling snow, newfallen snow, long-fallen snow, snow after rain has fallen on it; refrozen
snow... Orgota and Karhidi sh have a word for each of these. In Karhidish (which | know better than
Orgota) they have by ny count sixty-two words for the various kinds, states, ages, and qualities
of snow, fallen snow, that is. There is another set of words for the varieties of snowfall

another for ice; a set of twenty or nore that define what the tenperature range is, how strong a
wi nd bl ows, and what kind of precipitation is occurring, all together. | sat and tried to draw up
lists of these words in nmy head that night. Each tine | recalled another one I would repeat the
lists, inserting it in its al phabetical place.

Al ong after dawn the truck stopped. People screaned out the slit .that there was a dead body in
the truck: conme and take it out. One after another of us screanmed and shouted. We pounded toget her
on the sides and door, naking so hideous a pandenoniuminside the steel box that we could not
stand it ourselves. No one cane. The truck stood still for some hours. At |last there was a sound
of voices outside; the truck lurched, skidding on an ice-patch, and set off again. One could see
through the slit that it was late on a sunny norning, and that we were going through wooded hills.
The truck continued thus for three nore days and nights-four in all since ny awakening. It made no
stops at Inspection Points, and | think it never passed through a town of any size. Its journey
was erratic, furtive. There were stops to change drivers and recharge batteries; there were other
| onger stops for no reason that could be discerned frominside the van. Two of the days it sat
still fromnoon till dark, as if deserted, then began its run again at night. Once a day, around
noon, a big jug of water was passed in through a trap in the door

Counting the corpse there were twenty-six of us, two thirteens. Gethenians often think in
thirteens, twenty-sixes, fifty-twos, no doubt because of the 26-day |lunar cycle that nmakes their
unvaryi ng nonth and approxi mates their sexual cycle. The corpse was shoved up tight against the
steel doors that formed the rear wall of our box, where he would keep cold. The rest of us sat and
|l ay and crouched, each in his own place, his territory, his Domain, until night; when the cold
grew so extrene that little by little we drew together and nerged into one entity occupying one
space, warmin the nmiddle, cold at the periphery.

There was ki ndness. | and certain others, an old nman and one with a bad cough, were recogni zed as
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being |l east resistant to the cold, and each night we were at the center of the group, the entity
of twenty-five, where it was warnest. We did not struggle for the warm place, we sinply were in it
each night. It is a terrible thing, this kindness that hunan beings do not |ose. Terrible, because
when we are finally naked in the dark and cold, it is all we have. W who are so rich, so full of
strength, we end up with that small change. W have nothing else to give.

Despite our crowdedness and our huddling together nights, we in the truck were renote from one
anot her. Sorme were stupefied from druggi ng, sone were probably mental or social defectives to
start with, all were abused and scared; yet it may be strange that anong twenty-five not one ever
spoke to all the others together, not even to curse them Kindness there was and endurance, but in
silence, always in silence. Janmed together in the sour darkness of our shared nortality, we
bunped one another continually, jolted together, fell over one another, breathed our breaths
nmngling, laid the heat of our bodies together as a fire is laid-but remained strangers. | never

| earned the name of any of themin the truck

One day, the third day | think, when the truck stopped still for hours and | wondered if they had
sinply left us in some desert place to rot, one of thembegan to talk to ne. He kept telling ne a
Il ong story about a mll in South O goreyn where he had worked, and how he had got into trouble
with an overseer. He talked and talked in his soft dull voice and kept putting his hand on mne as
if to be sure he had ny attention. The sun was getting west of us and as we stood sl ewed around on
the shoul der of the road a shaft of light entered in the windowslit; suddenly, even back in the
box, one could see. | sawa girl, a filthy, pretty, stupid, weary girl looking up into ny face as
she talked, snmiling timdly, |ooking for solace. The young Orgota was in kenmer, and had been
drawn to ne. The one tine any one of them asked anything of nme, and | couldn't give it. | got up
and went to the windowslit as if for air and a | ook out, and did not cone back to ny place for a
I ong tine.

That night the truck went up | ong grades, down, up again. Fromtinme to time it halted

i nexplicably. At each halt a frozen, unbroken silence |lay outside the steel walls of our box, the
sil ence of vast waste |ands, of the heights. The one in kemmer still kept the place beside mne
and still sought to touch nme. | stood up for a long tinme again with ny face pressed to the stee
mesh of the window, breathing clean air that cut ny throat and lungs like a razor. My hands
pressed agai nst the netal door became nunmb. | realized at |ast that they were or soon would be
frostbitten. My breath had nade a little ice-bridge between ny lips and the nmesh. | had to break
this bridge with ny fingers before | could turn away. Wien | huddl ed down with the others | began
to shake with cold, a kind of shaking | had not experienced, junping, racking spasns like the

convul sions of fever. The truck started up again. Noise and notion gave an illusion of warmh,
dispelling that utter, glacial silence, but | was still too cold to sleep that night. | thought we
were at a fairly high altitude nbst of the night, but it was hard to tell, one's breathing,

heart beat, and energy-Ilevel being unreliable indicators, given the circunstances.

As | knew |l ater, we were crossing the Senmbensyens that night, and must have gone up over nine
thousand feet on the passes.

I was not nuch troubled by hunger. The last neal | renenbered eating was that | ong and heavy

di nner in Shusgis' house; they nust have fed ne in Kundershaden, but | had no recollection of it.
Eating did not seemto be a part of this existence in the steel box, and | did not often think
about it. Thirst, on the other hand, was one of the permanent conditions of life. Once daily at a
stop the trap, evidently set into the rear-door for this purpose, was unbolted; one of us thrust
out the plastic jug and it was soon thrust back in filled, along with a brief gust of icy air.
There was no way to neasure out the water anmong us. The jug was passed, and each got three or four
good swal | ows before the next hand reached for it. No one person or group acted as di spensers or
guardi ans; none sawto it that a drink was saved for the man who coughed, though he was nowin a
hi gh fever. | suggested this once and those around ne nodded, but it was not done. The water was
shared nore or |less equally-no one ever tried to get nmuch nore than his share-and was gone within
a few minutes. Once the last three, up against the forward wall of the box, got none, the jug
being dry when it came to them The next day two of theminsisted on being first in line, and
were. The third lay huddled in his front corner unstirring, and nobody saw to it that he got his
share. Why didn't | try to? | don't know. That was the fourth day in the truck. If | had been
passed over |'mnot sure | would have nade an effort to get ny share. | was aware of his thirst
and his suffering, and the sick man's, and the others', much as | was aware of my own. | was
unabl e to do anything about any of this suffering, and therefore accepted it, as they did,

pl aci dly.

I know that people m ght behave very differently in the sane circunstances. These were Orgota,
people trained frombirth in a discipline of cooperation, obedi ence, subm ssion to a group purpose
ordered from above. The qualities of independence and deci sion were weakened in them They had not
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much capacity for anger. They fornmed a whole, | anbong them each felt it, and it was a refuge and
true confort in the night, that whol eness of the huddl ed group each drawing life fromthe others.
But there was no spokesman for the whole, it was headl ess, passive.

Men whose will was tenpered to a sharper edge m ght have done nuch better: tal ked nore, shared the
water nore justly, given nore ease to the sick, and kept their courage higher. | don't know. |
only know what it was like inside that truck

On the fifth norning, if nmy count is right, fromthe day | wakened in the truck, it stopped. W
heard tal ki ng outside and calling back and forth. The steel rear-doors were unbolted fromthe
outside and flung wi de open.

One by one we crept to that open end of the steel box, some on hands and knees, and junped or
crawl ed down onto the ground. Twenty-four of us did. Two dead nen, the old corpse and a new one
the one who had not got his drink of water for two days, were dragged out.

It was cold outside, so cold and so glaring with white sunlight on white snow that to | eave the
fetid shelter of the truck was very hard, and sonme of us wept. W stood bunched up beside the
great truck, all of us naked and stinking, our little whole, our night-entity exposed to the
bright cruel daylight. They broke us up, nade us forma line, and led us towards a building a few
hundred yards away. The netal walls and snow covered roof of the building, the plain of snow al
around, the great range of nmountains that |lay under the rising sun, the vast sky, all seened to
shake and glitter with excess of I|ight.

We were lined up to wash ourselves at a big trough in a frame hut; everybody began by drinking the
wash-water. After that we were led into the main building and given undershirts, gray felt shirts,
breeches, |eggings, and felt boots. A guard checked off our nanmes on a list as we filed into the
refectory, where with a hundred or nore other people in gray we sat at bolted-down tables and were
served breakfast: grain-porridge and beer. After that the whole |ot of us, new prisoners and ol d,
were divided up into squads of twelve. My squad was taken to a sawrmill a few hundred yards behind
the main building, inside the fence. Qutside the fence and not far fromit a forest began that
covered the folded hills as far to northward as the eye could see. Under the direction of our
guard we carried and stacked sawn boards fromthe mll to a huge shed where | unber was stored

t hrough the winter.

It was not easy to wal k, stoop, and |ift |oads, after the days in the truck. They didn't let us
stand idle, but they didn't force the pace either. In the nmiddle of the day we were served a
cupful of the unfermented grain-brew, orsh; before sunset we were taken back to the barracks and
gi ven dinner, porridge with some vegetables, and beer. By nightfall we were locked into the
dormtory, which was kept fully lighted all night. W slept on five-foot-deep shelves all around
the walls of the roomin two tiers. Od prisoners scranbled for the upper tier, the nore
desirabl e, since heat rises. For bedding each man was issued a sl eeping-bag at the door. They were
coarse heavy bags, foul with other nen's sweat, but well insulated and warm Their drawback for
me was their shortness. An average-sized Cethenian could get clear inside head and all, but |
couldn't; nor could |I ever stretch out fully on the sl eeping-shelf. The place was called

Pul efen Comensality Third Vol untary Farm and Reset t | enent Agency. Pul efen, District
Thirty, is in the extrene northwest of the habitable zone of O goreyn, bounded by the Senbensyen
Mount ai ns, the Esagel River, and the coast. The area is thinly settled, without big cities. The
town nearest us was a place called Turuf, several mles to the southwest; | never sawit. The Farm
was on the edge of a great unpopul ated forest region, Tarrenpeth. Too far north for the |arger
trees, henmen or serem or black vate, the forest was all of one kind of tree, a gnarled scrubby
conifer ten or twelve feet high, gray-needled, called thore. Though the nunber of native species,
plant or animal, on Wnter is unusually snall, the nenbership of each species is very large: there
wer e thousands of square nmiles of thore-trees, and nothing much else, in that one forest. Even the
wi | derness is carefully husbanded there, and though that forest had been | ogged for centuries
there were no waste places in it, no desolations of stunps, no eroded slopes. It seenmed that every
tree in it was accounted for, and that not one grain of sawdust fromour nill went unused. There
was a small plant on the Farm and when the weather prevented parties fromgoing out into the
forest we worked in the mll or in the plant, treating and conpressing chips, bark, and sawdust
into various forns, and extracting fromthe dried thore-needles a resin used in plastics.

The work was genui ne work, and we were not overdriven. If they had allowed a little nore food and
better clothing nuch of the work woul d have been pl easant, but we were too hungry and cold nost of
the tine for any pleasure. The guards were sel dom harsh and never cruel. They tended to be stolid,
sl ovenly, heavy, and to ny eyes effem nate-not in the sense of delicacy, etc., but in just the
opposite sense: a gross, bland fleshiness, a bovinity w thout point or edge. Among ny fell ow
prisoners | had also for the first time on Wnter a certain feeling of being a nan anong wonen, or
anong eunuchs. The prisoners had that sane flabbiness and coarseness. They were hard to tel
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apart; their enotional tone seened always low, their talk trivial. |I took this |ifelessness and
leveling at first for the effect of the privation of food, warmh, and liberty, but | soon found
out that it was nore specific an effect than that: it was the result of the drugs given al
prisoners to keep them out of kemrer.

I knew that drugs existed which could reduce or virtually elinm nate the potency phase of the

Get heni an sexual cycle; they were used when conveni ence, medicine, or nmorality dictated
abstinence. One kenmer, or several, could be skipped thus without ill effect. The voluntary use of
such drugs was comon and accepted. It had not occurred to ne that they nmight be administered to
unwi I | i ng persons.

There were good reasons. A prisoner in kemmer would be a disruptive elenent in his work-squad. If
l et off work, what was to be done with hin-especially if no other prisoner was in kenmer at the
time, as was possible, there being only sone 150 of us. To go through kemrer without a partner is
pretty hard on a Gethenian; better, then, sinply obviate the msery and wasted work-tinme, and not
go through kemmer at all So they prevented it.

Prisoners who had been there for several years were psychologically and | believe to sone extent
physically adapted to this chenmical castration. They were as sexless as steers. They were without
shame and without desire, like the angels. But it is not hunan to be wi thout shame and wi t hout
desire.

Bei ng so strictly denned and limted by nature, the sexual urge of Gethenians is really not much
interfered with by society: there is |less coding, channeling, and repressing of sex there than in
any bisexual society | know of. Abstinence is entirely voluntary; indulgence is entirely
acceptabl e. Sexual fear and sexual frustration are both extrenely rare. This was the first case
had seen of the social purpose running counter to the sexual drive. Being a suppression, not
merely a repression, it produced not frustration, but sonething nore om nous, perhaps, in the |ong
run: passivity.

There are no conmunal insects on Wnter. Gethenians do not share their earth as Terrans do with
those ol der societies, those innunerable cities of little sexless workers possessing no instinct
but that of obedience to the group, the whole. If there were ants on Wnter, Gethenians m ght have
tried to inmtate themlong ago. The reginme of the Voluntary Farnms is a fairly recent thing,
limted to one country of the planet and literally unknown el sewhere. But it is an ominous sign of
the direction that a society of people so vulnerable to sexual control might take.

At Pulefen Farmwe were, as | said, underfed for the work we did, and our clothing, particularly
our footgear, was conpletely inadequate for that winter climte. The guards, nost of them

probati onary prisoners, were not nuch better off. The intent of the place and its regi ne was
punitive, but not destructive, and | think it m ght have been endurabl e, w thout the druggi ngs and
t he exam nati ons.

Sone of the prisoners underwent the examination in groups of twelve; they nerely recited a sort of
conf essi onal and catechism got their anti-kemer shot, and were released to work. Qthers, the
political prisoners, were subjected every fifth day to questioning under drugs.

I don't know what drugs they used. | don't know the purpose of the questioning. | have no idea
what questions they asked nme. | would conme to nyself in the dormitory after a few hours, laid out
on the sleeping-shelf with six or seven others, sone waking |ike nmyself, sonme still slack and

blank in the grip of the drug. When we were all afoot the guards would take us out to the plant to
work; but after the third or fourth of these exaninations | was unable to get up. They let me be,
and next day | could go out with nmy squad, though | felt shaky. After the next exam nation | was
hel pl ess for two days. Either the anti-kenmer hornones or the veridicals evidently had a toxic

ef fect on ny non-Getheni an nervous system and the effect was cunul ati ve.

I renenmber planning how | would plead with the Inspector when the next examination canme. | would
start by promising to answer truthfully anything he asked, without drugs; and later | would say to
him "Sir, don't you see how useless it is to know the answer to the wong question?" Then the

I nspector would turn into Faxe, with the Foreteller's gold chain around his neck, and | would have
| ong conversations with Faxe, very pleasantly, while | controlled the drip of acid froma tube
into a vat of pulverized wood-chips. O course when | cane to the little roomwhere they exam ned
us, the Inspector's aide had pulled back ny collar and given ne the injection before | could
speak, and all | remenber fromthat session, or perhaps the nmenory is froman earlier one, is the
I nspector, a tired-1ooking young Orgota with dirty fingernails, saying drearily, "You nust answer
my questions in Orgota, you nmust not speak any ot her |anguage. You must speak in Orgota.”

There was no infirmary. The principle of the Farmwas work or die; but there were leniencies in
practice-gaps between work and death, provided by the guards. As | said, they were not cruel
neither were they kind. They were slipshod and didn't nuch care, so long as they kept out of
troubl e thensel ves. They |let me and another prisoner stay in the dormtory, sinply left us there
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in our sleeping-bags as if by oversight, when it was plain that we could not stand up on our feet.
| was extrenely ill after the last exam nation; the other, a niddle-aged fellow, had sone disorder
or disease of the kidney, and was dying. As he could not die all at once, he was allowed to spend
sonme tine at it, on the sleeping-shelf.

| remenber himnore clearly than anything else in Pulefen Farm He was physically a typica

Get heni an of the Great Continent, conpactly made, short-1legged and short-arnmed, with a solid | ayer
of subcutaneous fat giving himeven in illness a sleek roundness of body. He had small feet and
hands, rather broad hips, and a deep chest, the breasts scarcely nore developed than in a nale of
my race. Hi s skin was dark ruddy-brown, his black hair fine and fur-like. H's face was broad, with
smal |, strong features, the cheekbones pronounced. It is a type not unlike that of various

i solated Terran groups living in very high altitudes or Arctic areas. Hi s nane was Asra; he had
been a carpenter. W talked.

Asra was not, | think, unwilling to die, but he was afraid of dying; he sought distraction from
his fear.

We had little in comobn other than our nearness to death, and that was not what we wanted to tal k
about; so, nmuch of the tinme, we did not understand each other very well. It did not natter to him

I, younger and incredul ous, would have |iked understandi ng, conprehension, explanation. But there
was no expl anation. W talked.

At night the barracks dormitory was glaring, crowded, and noisy. During the day the lights were
turned of f and the big roomwas dusky, enmpty, still. W lay close together on the sl eeping-shelf
and tal ked softly. Asra liked best to tell Iong neandering tal es about his young days on a
Commensal farmin the Kunderer Valley, that broad splendid plain | had driven through com ng from
the border to Mshnory. His dialect was strong, and he used many nanes of people, places, custons,
tools, that | did not know the neaing of, so | seldomcaught nore than the drift of his

rem ni scences. \When he was feeling easiest, usually around noon, | would ask himfor a nyth or
tale. Most CGethenians are well stuffed with these. Their literature, though it exists in witten
form is alive oral tradition, and they are all in this sense literate. Asra knew the O gota
staples, the Short-Tales of Meshe, the tale of Parsid, parts of the great epics and the novel -1ike
Sea- Traders saga. These, and bits of local lore recalled fromhis childhood, he would tell in his
soft slurry dialect, and then growing tired would ask ne for a story. "Wat do they tell in
Kar hi de?" he would say, rubbing his I egs, which tormented himw th aches and shooti ng pains, and
turning to ne his face with its shy, sly, patient snile.

Once | said, "I know a story about people who |ive on another world."

"What kind of world would that be?"

"One like this one, all in all; but it doesn't go around the sun. It goes around the star you cal
Seleny. That's a yellow star |ike the sun, and on that world, under that sun, live other people."

"That's in the Sanovy teachings, that about the other worlds. There used to be an old Sanovy crazy-
priest would come by ny Hearth when | was little and tell us children all about that, where the
liars go when they die, and where the suicides go, and where the thieves go- that's where we're
goi ng, ne and you, eh, one of those places?"

"No, this I'mtelling of isn't a spirit-world. A real one. The people that live on it are rea
people, alive, just like here. But very-long-ago they |earned howto fly." Asra grinned.

"Not by flapping their arnms, you know. They flew in machines like cars." But it was hard to say in
Orgota, which lacks a word nmeaning precisely "to fly"; the cl osest one can conme has nore the
meani ng of "glide."

"Well, they |learned how to nake machi nes that went right over the air as a sl edge goes over snhow.
And after a while they learned how to nake themgo farther and faster, till they went |ike the
stone out of a sling off the earth and over the clouds and out of the air, clear to another world,
goi ng around anot her sun. And when they got to that world, what did they find there but nmen..."
"Sliding in the air?"

"Maybe, maybe not...Wien they got to ny world, we already knew how to get about in the air. But
they taught us howto get fromworld to world, we didn't yet have the nachines for that."

Asra was puzzled by the injection of the teller into the tale. | was feverish, bothered by the
sores whi ch the drugs had brought out on nmy arns and chest, and | could not renmenber how | had
neant to weave the story.

"CGo on," he said, trying to nake sense of it. "Wat did they do besides go in the air?"

"Ch, they did rmuch as people do here. But they're all in kemer all the tinme."

He chuckl ed. There was of course no chance of concealnent in this |ife, and ny nickname anong
prisoners and guards was, inevitably, "the Pervert." But where there is no desire and no shame no
one, however anonalous, is singled out; and | think Asra made no connection of this notion with
mysel f and my peculiarities. He saw it nerely as a variation on an old theme, and so he chuckled a
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little and said, "In kemrmer all the tine... Is it a place of reward, then? O a place of

puni shment ?"

"I don't know, Asra. VWich is this world?"

"Neither, child. This here is just the world, it's howit is. You get borninto it and... things
are as they are..."

"I wasn't born intoit. | cane toit. | chose it."

The silence and the shadow hung around us. Away off in the country silence beyond the barracks
wal |l s there was one tiny edge of sound, a handsaw keeni ng: nothing el se.

"Ah well... Ah well," Asra nmurmured, and sighed, and rubbed his legs, making a little noaning
sound that he was not aware of hinself. "W none of us choose," he said.
A night or two after that he went into coma, and presently died. | had not |earned what he had

been sent to the Voluntary Farmfor, what crime or fault or irregularity in his identification
papers, and knew only that he had been in Pulefen Farmless than a year

The day after Asra's death they called ne for exanmination; this tinme they had to carry nme in, and
I can't renenber anything further than that.

14. The Escape

WHENObs| e and Yegey both | eft town, and Sl ose's doorkeeper refused ne entrance, | knew it was tine
to turn to ny enemes, for there was no nore good in ny friends. | went to Comm ssioner Shusgis,
and bl ackmail ed him Lacking sufficient cash to buy himwith, | had to spend ny reputation. Amrong
the perfidious, the name of traitor is capital initself. |I told himthat | was in Orgoreyn as
agent of the Nobles Faction in Karhide, which was planning the assassination of Tibe, and that he
had been designated as ny Sarf contact; if he refused to give me the information | needed I would
tell my friends in Erhenrang that he was a doubl e agent, serving the Open Trade Faction, and this
word woul d of course get back to Mshnory and to the Sarf: and the damed fool believed nme. He
told ne quick enough what | wanted to know, he even asked ne if | approved.

I was not in inmediate danger fromny friends Cbsle, Yegey, and the others. They had bought their
safety by sacrificing the Envoy, and trusted ne to nake no trouble for themor nyself. Until |
went to Shusgis, no one in the Sarf but Gaum had considered ne worthy their notice, but now they
woul d be hard at ny heels. | nust finish ny business and drop out of sight. Having no way to get
word directly to anyone in Karhide, as nail would be read and tel ephone or radio listened to,
went for the first time to the Royal Enbassy. Sardon remir Chene-wi ch, whom| had known wel | at
court, was on the staff there. He agreed at once to convey to Argaven a nmessage stating what had

become of the Envoy and where he was to be inprisoned. | could trust Chenew ch, a clever and
honest person, to get the nmessage through unintercepted, though what Argaven woul d make of it or
do with it | could not guess. | wanted Argaven to have that infornation in case Ai's Star Ship did
cone suddenly falling down out of the clouds; for at that time | still kept some hope that he had
signal ed the Ship before the Sarf arrested him

I was now in peril, and if | had been seen to enter the Enbassy, in instant peril. | went straight
fromits door to the caravan port on the Southside and before noon of that day, Odstreth Susny,
left Mshnory as | had entered it, as carry-loader on a truck. |I had ny old permts with ne, a

little altered to fit the new job. Forgery of papers is risky in Orgoreyn where they are inspected
fifty-two tines daily, but it is not rare for being risky, and nmy old conpanions in Fish Island
had shown ne the tricks of it. To wear a fal se nane galls nme, but nothing el se would save ne, or
get ne clear across the width of Orgoreyn to the coast of the Wstern Sea.

My thoughts were all there in the west as the caravan went runbling across the Kunderer Bridge and
out of Mshnory. Autumm was facing towards winter now, and | nust get to ny destination before the
roads closed to fast traffic, and while there was still some good in getting there. | had seen a
Vol untary Farm over in Komsvashomwhen | was in the Sinoth Administration, and had tal ked with ex-
prisoners of Farns. Wiat | had seen and heard | ay heavy on nme now. The Envoy, so vulnerable to
cold that he wore a coat when the weather was in the 30's, would not survive winter in Pul efen
Thus need drove ne fast, but the caravan took me slow, weaving fromtown to town northward and
sout hward of the way, |oading and unloading, so that it took me a halfnonth to get to Ethwen, at
the nouth of the River Esagel

In Ethwen | had luck. Talking with nmen in the Transient-House | heard of the fur trade up the
river, how |licensed trappers went up and down river by sledge or iceboat through Tarrenpeth Forest
almost to the Ice. Qut of their talk of traps cane ny plan of trap-springing. There are white-fur
pesthry in KermLand as in the Gobrin Hi nterlands; they like places that lie under the breath of
the glacier. | had hunted them when | was young in the thore-forests of Kerm why not go trapping
them now in the thore-forests of Pul ef en?

In that far west and north of Orgoreyn, in the great wild | ands west of the Senbensyen, nen cone
and go sonmewhat as they like, for there are not enough Inspectors to keep themall penned in.
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Somet hi ng of the old freedom survives the New Epoch, there. Ethwen is a gray port built on the
gray rocks of Esagel Bay; a rainy sea-wind blows in the streets, and the people are grim seanen,
strai ght-spoken. | ook back with praise to Ethwen, where ny | uck changed.

I bought skis, snowshoes, traps, and provisions, acquired ny hunter's |icense and authorization
and identification and so forth fromthe Conmensal Bureau, and set out afoot up the Esagel with a
party of hunters led by an old man called Mvriva. The river was not yet frozen, and wheels were
on the roads still, for it rained nore than it snowed on this coastal slope even nowin the year's
| ast nonth. Mbst hunters waited till full winter, and in the month of Thern went up the Esagel by
i ceboat, but Mavriva neant to get far north early and trap the pesthry as they first cane down
into the forests in their mgration. Mavriva knew the Hi nterlands, the North Senbensyen, and the

Fire-Hills as well as any nman knows them and in those days going upriver | |earned nmuch from him
that served ne |ater

At the town called Turuf | dropped out of the party feigning illness. They went on north, after
which | struck out northeastward by nyself into the high foothills of the Senmbensyen. | spent sone
days learning the land and then, caching alnpst all | carried in a hidden valley twelve or
thirteen mles from Turuf, | cane back to the town, approaching it fromthe south again, and this

time entered it and put up at the Transient-House. As if stocking up for a trapping run | bought
skis, snowshoes, and provisions, a fur bag and winter clothing, all over again; also a Chabe
stove, a polyskin tent, and a light sledge to load it all on. Then nothing to do but wait for the
rain to turn to snow and the nud to ice: not long, for I had spent over a nonth on ny way from

M shnory to Turuf. On Arhad Thern the winter was frozen in and the snow | had waited for was

falling.
| passed the electric fences of Pulefen Farmin early afternoon, all track and trace behind ne
soon covered by the snowfall. | left the sledge in a streamgully well into the forest east of the

Farm and carrying only a backpack snowshoed back around to the road; along it | came openly to the
Farms front gate. There | showed the papers which | had reforged again while waiting in Turuf.
They were "blue stamp” now, identifying me as Thener Benth, paroled convict, and attached to them
was an order to report on or before Eps Thern to Pul efen Commensality Third Voluntary Farm for two
years' guard duty. A sharp-eyed |Inspector would have been suspicious of those battered papers, but
there were few sharp eyes here.

Not hi ng easier than getting into prison. | was sonmewhat reassured as to the getting out.

The chief guard on duty berated me for arriving a day |later than my orders specified, and sent ne
to the barracks. Dinner was over, and luckily it was too late to issue nme regul ation boots and

uni form and confi scate ny own good cl othing. They gave ne no gun, but | found one handy while
scrounged around the kitchen coaxing the cook for a bite to eat. The cook kept his gun hung on a
nai |l behind the bake-ovens. | stole it. It had no | ethal setting; perhaps none of the guards' guns
did. They do not kill people on their Farns: they let hunger and wi nter and despair do their
nmurders for them

There were thirty or forty jailkeepers and a hundred and fifty or sixty prisoners, none of them
very well off, nost of them sound asleep though it was not rmuch past Fourth Hour. | got a young
guard to take nme around and show ne the prisoners asleep. | sawthemin the staring light of the
great roomthey slept in, and all but gave up ny hope of acting that first night before | had
drawn suspicion on nyself. They were all hidden away on the | ongbeds in their bags |like babies in
wonbs, invisible, indistinguishable. -Al but one, there, too long to hide, a dark face like a

skul |, eyes shut and sunken, a mat of |ong, fibrous hair.
The luck that had turned in Ethwen now turned the world with it under ny hand. | never had a gift
but one, to know when the great wheel gives to a touch, to know and act. | had thought that

foresight lost, last year in Erhenrang, and never to be regained. A great delight it was to fee
that certainty again, to know that | could steer ny fortune and the world' s chance |ike a bobsled
down the steep, dangerous hour

Since | still went roam ng and prying about, in nmy part as a restless curious dimnvtted fell ow,
they wote nme onto the late watch-shift; by mdnight all but I and one other late watcher within
doors slept. | kept up ny shiftless poking about the place, wandering up and down fromtine to

time by the longbeds. | settled my plans, and began to ready ny will and body to enter dothe, for
my own strength woul d never suffice unaided by the strength out of the Dark. A while before dawn |
went into the sleeping-roomonce nore and with the cook's gun gave Genly Al a hundredth-second of
stun to the brain, then hoisted himup bag and all and carried himout over ny shoulder to the
guardroom "What's doi ng?" says the other guard half asleep, "Let himbe!"

"He's dead."

"Anot her one dead? By Meshe's guts, and not hardly winter yet." He turned his head sideways to

| ook into the Envoy's face as it hung down on ny back. "That one, the Pervert, is it. By the Eye,
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| didn't believe all they say about Karhiders, till |I took a |ook at him the ugly freak he is. He
spent all week on the | ongbed nmoaning and sighing, but | didn't think he'd die right off Iike
that. Well, go dunmp hi moutside where he'll keep till daylight, don't stand there |ike a carry-

| oader with a sack of turds..."

| stopped by the Inspection Ofice on ny way down the corridor, and | being the guard none stopped
me fromentering and looking till | found the wall-panel that contained the alarnms and sw tches.
None was | abel ed, but guards had scratched letters beside the switches to jog their nmenory when
haste was needed; taking F.f. for "fences" | turned that switch to cut the current to the

out ernost defenses of the Farm and then went on, pulling Al along now by the shoulders. | came by
the guard on duty in the watchroom by the door. | nmade a show of |aboring to haul the dead | oad,
for the dothe-strength was full within ne and | did not want it seen how easily, in fact, | could
pull or carry the weight of a nan heavier than nyself. | said, "A dead prisoner, they said get him
out of the sl eeping-room Were do | stow hinP"

"I don't know. Get himoutside. Under a roof, so he won't get snow buried and fl oat up stinking
next spring in the thaws. It's snowi ngpeditia."” He neant what we call sove-snow, a thick, wet fall
the best of news to ne. "All right, all right," | said, and lugged ny |oad outside and around the
corner of the barracks, out of his sight. | got Al up over ny shoul ders again, went northeast a
few hundred yards, clanbered up over the dead fence and slung ny burden down, junped down free,
took up Ai once nore and nade off as fast as | could towards the river. | was not far fromthe
fence when a whistle began to shriek and the floodlights went on. It snowed hard enough to hide
me, but not hard enough to hide my tracks within m nutes. Yet when | got down to the river they
were not yet on ny trail. | went north on clear ground under the trees, or through the water when
there was no clear ground; the river, a hasty little tributary of the Esagel, was still unfrozen
Thi ngs were growing plain nowin the dawn and | went fast. In full dothe | found the Envoy, though
a long awkward | oad, no heavy one. Following the streaminto the forest | cane to the ravine where
my sl edge was, and onto the sledge | strapped the Envoy, |oading ny stuff around and over himtil
he was wel| hidden, and a weat hersheet over all; then I changed cl othes, and ate some food from ny
pack, for the great hunger one feels in |ong-sustai ned dothe was already gnawi ng at me. Then | set
off north on the main Forest Road. Before long a pair of skiers canme up with ne.

I was now dressed and equi pped as a trapper, and told themthat | was trying to catch up with
Mavriva's outfit, which had gone north in the |ast days of G ende. They knew Mavriva, and accepted
my story after a glance at ny trapper's license. They were not expecting to find the escaped nen
headi ng north, for nothing lies north of Pulefen but the forest and the Ice; they were perhaps not
very interested in finding the escaped nen at all. Wiy should they be? They went on, and only an
hour | ater passed ne again on their way back to the Farm One of themwas the fellow | had stood
late watch with. He had never seen ny face, though he had had it before his eyes half the night.
When they were surely gone | turned off the road and all that day followed a |ong hal fcircle back
through the forest and the foothills east of the Farm coming in at |ast fromthe east, fromthe
wi | derness, to the hidden dell above Turuf where | had cached all ny spare equipnent. It was hard

sl edging in that nuch-folded and, with nmore than ny weight to pull, but the snow was thick and
already growing firm and | was in dothe. | had to maintain the condition, for once one lets the
dot he-strength | apse one is good for nothing at all. | had never nuaintained dothe before for over

an hour or so, but | knew that sonme of the A d Men can keep in the full strength for a day and a

ni ght or even longer, and ny present need proved a good supplenent to nmy training. In dothe one
does not worry nuch, and what anxiety | had was for the Envoy, who shoul d have waked | ong ago from
the light dose of sonic I had given him He never stirred, and | had no tine to tend to him Was
his body so alien that what to us is nere paralysis was death to hin? When the wheel turns under
your hand, you nmust watch your words: and | had twice called himdead, and carried himas the dead
are carried. The thought would cone that this was then a dead man that | haul ed across the hills,

and that ny luck and his life had gone to waste after all. At that | would sweat and swear, and
the dothe-strength would seemto run out of nme |like water out of a broken jar. But | went on, and
the strength did not fail ne till | had reached the cache in the foothills, and set up the tent,
and done what | could for Ai. | opened a box of hyperfood cubes, nobst of which | devoured, but

sonme of which | got into himas a broth, for he | ooked near to starving. There were ulcers on his
arms and breast, kept raw by the filthy sl eeping-bag he lay in. Wen these sores were cl eaned and
he lay warmin the fur bag, as well hidden as winter and w | derness could hide him there was no
more | could do. Night had fallen and the greater darkness, the payment for the voluntary
sumoni ng of the body's full strength, was coming hard upon ne; to darkness | nust entrust mnyself,
and him W slept. Snow fell. Al the night and day and ni ght of nythangen -sleep it nust have
snowed, no blizzard, but the first great snowfall of winter. Wen at last | roused and pull ed
mysel f up to ook out, the tent was half buried. Sunlight and bl ue shadows lay vivid on the snow.
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Far and high in the east one drift of gray dimed the sky's brightness: the snmoke of Udenushreke,
nearest to us of the Fire-Hills. Around the little peak of the tent lay the snow, nobunds,

hillocks, swells, slopes, all white, untrodden

Being still in the recovery-period | was very weak and sl eepy, but whenever | could rouse nyself |
gave Al broth, alittle at atinme; and in the evening of that day he came to life, if not to his
wits. He sat up crying out as if in great terror. Wien | knelt by himhe struggled to get away
fromne, and the effort being too nuch for him fainted. That night he talked nuch, in no tongue |
knew. It was strange, in that dark stillness of the wilds, to hear himnutter words of a |anguage
he had | earned on another world than this. The next day was hard, for whenever | tried to |ook
after himhe took ne, | think, for one of the guards at the Farm and was in terror that | would
give himsone drug. He would break out into Orgota and Karhidish all babbled pitifully together
begging ne "not to," and he fought ne with a panic strength. This happened again and again, and as
I was still in thangen and weak of linmb and will, it seemed | could not care for himat all. That
day | thought that they had not only drugged but ni ndchanged him | eaving himinsane or inbecile
Then | wi shed that he had died on the sledge in the thore-forest, or that | had never had any | uck
at all, but had been arrested as | left Mshnory and sent to some Farmto work out nmy own

damati on.

I woke from sl eep and he was wat ching ne.

"Estraven?" he said in a weak amazed whi sper

Then nmy heart lifted up. |I could reassure him and see to his needs; and that night we both slept
wel | .
The next day he was nuch inproved, and sat up to eat. The sores on his body were healing. |I asked

hi m what they were.

"I don't know. | think the drugs caused them they kept giving ne injections..."

"To prevent kemmer?" That was one report | had heard from nmen escaped or rel eased from Vol untary
Far ns.

"Yes. And others, | don't know what they were, veridicals of some kind. They nmade nme ill, and they
kept giving themto me. What were they trying to find out, what could | tell then?"

"They may have not so nuch been questioning as donesticating you."

"Donesti cating?"

"Rendering you docile by a forced addiction to one of the orgrevy derivatives. That practice is
not unknown in Karhide. O they may have been carrying out an experinent on you and the others. |
have been told they test m ndchangi ng drugs and techni ques on prisoners in the Farns. | doubted
that, when | heard it; not now "

"You have these Farns in Karhide?"

"I'n Karhi de?" | said. "No."

He rubbed his forehead fretfully. "They'd say in Mshnory that there are no such places in
Orgoreyn, | suppose.”

"On the contrary. They'd boast of them and show you tapes and pictures of the Voluntary Farms,
where deviates are rehabilitated and vestigial tribal groups are given refuge. They m ght show you
around the First District Voluntary Farmjust outside Mshnory, a fine showpl ace from al

accounts. If you believe that we have Farns in Karhide, M. Ai, you overestinmate us seriously. W
are not a sophisticated people."

He lay a long tine staring at the gl owi ng Chabe stove, which | had turned up till it gave out

suf focati ng heat. Then he | ooked at ne.

"You told me this morning, I know, but nmy mind wasn't clear, | think. Were are we, how did we get
here?" | told himagain.

"You sinply... wal ked out with nme?"

"M. A, any one of you prisoners, or all of you together, could have wal ked out of that place,
any night. If you weren't starved, exhausted, denoralized, and drugged; and if you had w nter
clothing; and if you had somewhere to go... There's the catch. Were would you go? To a town? No
papers; you're done for. Into the wlderness? No shelter; you' re done for. In sumer, | expect
they bring nore guards into Pulefen Farm In winter, they use winter itself to guard it."

He was scarcely listening. "You couldn't carry ne a hundred feet, Estraven. Let al one run
carrying, ne, a couple of mles cross-country in the dark-"

"I was in dothe."

He hesitated. "Voluntarily induced?"

"Yes. "

"You are... one of the Handdarata?"

"I was brought up in the Handdara, and indwelt two years at Rotherer Fastness. In Kerm Land nost
peopl e of the Inner Hearths are Handdarata."
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"I thought that after the dothe period, the extreme drain on one's energy necessitated a sort of

col | apse-"

"Yes; thangen, it's called, the dark sleep. It lasts nuch |onger than the dothe period, and once
you enter the recovery period it's very dangerous to try to resist it. | slept straight through
two nights. I'mstill in thangen now, | couldn't walk over the hill. And hunger's part of it, I've
eaten up nost of the rations I'd planned to last nme the week."

"Al right," he said with peevish haste. "I see, | believe you-what can | do but believe you. Here
| am here you are... But | don't understand. | don't understand what you did all this for."

At that ny tenper broke, and | nust stare at the ice-knife which lay close by ny hand, not | ooking
at himand not replying until | had controlled ny anger. Fortunately there was not yet nuch heat
or quickness in ny heart, and | said to nyself that he was an ignorant man, a foreigner, ill-used
and frightened. So | arrived at justice, and said finally, "I feel that it is in part ny fault

that you came to Orgoreyn and so to Pulefen Farm | amtrying to anend ny fault."

"You had nothing to do with nmy coming to Orgoreyn.”

"M. A, we've seen the sane events with different eyes; | wongly thought they'd seemthe sane to
us. Let nme go back to last spring. | began to encourage King Argaven to wait, to make no decision
concerning you or your mssion, about a halfnonth before the day of the Cerenpny of the Keystone
The audi ence was al ready planned, and it seened best to go through with it, though wi thout | ooking
for any results fromit. Al this | thought you understood, and in that | erred. | took too nuch
for granted; | didn't wish to offend you, to advise you; | thought you understood the danger of
Penmrer Harge remir Tibe's sudden ascendancy in the kyorreny. If Tibe had known any good reason to
fear you, he woul d have accused you of serving a faction, and Argaven, who is very easily noved by
fear, would likely have had you nurdered. | wanted you down, and safe, while Ti be was up and
powerful. As it chanced, | went down with you. | was bound to fall, though | didn't know it would
be that very night we tal ked together; but no one is Argaven's prime mnister for long. After |
received the Order of Exile | could not comunicate with you lest | contami nate you with ny

di sgrace, and so increase your peril. | came here to Orgoreyn. | tried to suggest to you that you
shoul d also conme to Orgoreyn. | urged the men | distrusted | east anmong the Thirty-Three Comensal s
to grant you entry; you would not have got it without their favor. They saw, and | encouraged them
to see, in you a way towards power, a way out of the increasing rivalry with Karhide and back
towards the restorati on of open trade, a chance perhaps to break the grip of the Sarf. But they
are over-cautious nen, afraid to act. Instead of proclaimng you, they hid you, and so lost their
chance, and sold you to the Sarf to save their own pelts. | counted too nuch on them and
therefore the fault is nmne."

"But for what purpose-all this intriguing, this hiding and power-seeking and plotting-what was it
all for, Estraven? What were you after?"

"I was after what you're after: the alliance of ny world with your worlds. What did you think?"

W were staring at each other across the glowing stove |like a pair of wooden dolls.

"You mean, even if it was Orgoreyn that nade the alliance-?"

"Even if it was Orgoreyn. Karhide would soon have followed. Do you think I would play shifgrethor
when so much is at stake for all of us, all ny fellow nen? What does it matter which country
wakens first, so long as we waken?"

"How the devil can | believe anything you say!" he burst out. Bodily weakness made his indignation

sound aggrieved and whining. "If all this is true, you nmight have expl ained sonme of it earlier
| ast spring, and spared us both a trip to Pulefen. Your efforts on ny behal f-"
"Have failed. And have put you in pain, and shanme, and danger. | knowit. But if | had tried to

fight Tibe for your sake, you would not be here now, you'd be in a grave in Erhenrang. And there
are now a few people in Karhide, and a few in O goreyn, who believe your story, because they
listened to me. They nmay yet serve you. My greatest error was, as you say, in not naking nyself

clear to you. | amnot used to doing so. | amnot used to giving, or accepting, either advice or

bl arme. "

"l don't nean to be unjust, Estraven-"

"Yet you are. It is strange. | amthe only man in all Gethen that has trusted you entirely, and
amthe only man in Gethen that you have refused to trust."

He put his head in his hands. He said at last, "I'msorry, Estraven." It was both apol ogy and

admi ssi on.

"The fact is," | said, "that you're unable, or unwilling, to believe in the fact that | believe in
you." | stood up, for ny legs were cranped, and found | was trenbling with anger and weari ness.
"Teach ne your m ndspeech,” | said, trying to speak easily and with no rancor, "your |anguage that

has no lies init. Teach me that, and then ask me why | did what |'ve done."
"I should Iike to do that, Estraven."
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15. To the Ice
I WOKE. Until now it had been strange, unbelievable, to wake up inside a dimcone of warnth, and to

hear ny reason tell me that it was a tent, that | lay init, alive, that I was not still in
Pul efen Farm This time there was no strangeness in ny waking, but a grateful sense of peace.
Sitting up | yawned and tried to conb back ny matted hair with ny fingers. | |ooked at Estraven,

stretched out sound asleep on his sleeping-bag a couple of feet fromnme. He wore nothing but his
breeches; he was hot. The dark secret face was laid bare to the light, to ny gaze. Estraven asleep

| ooked a little stupid, |like everyone asleep: a round, strong face, relaxed and renote, smnal
drops of sweat on the upper lip and over the heavy eyebrows. | renenbered how he had stood
sweating on the parade-stand in Erhenrang in panoply of rank and sunlight. | saw hi mnow

defensel ess and hal f-naked in a colder light, and for the first tinme saw himas he was.

He woke | ate, and was slow in waking. At |ast he staggered up yawning, pulled on his shirt, stuck
his head out to judge the weather, and then asked me if | wanted a cup of orsh. When he found that
I had crawl ed about and brewed up a pot of the stuff with the water he had left in a pan as ice on
the stove last night, he accepted a cup, thanked ne stiffly, and sat down to drink it.

"Where do we go from here, Estraven?"

"I't depends on where you want to go, M. A . And on what kind of travel you can nmnage."

"What's the quickest way out of Orgoreyn?"

"West. To the coast. Thirty miles or so."

"What t hen?"

"The harbors will be freezing or already frozen, here. In any case no ships go out far in winter.
It would be a matter of waiting in hiding sonewhere until next spring, when the great traders go
out to Sith and Perunter. None will be going to Karhide, if the trade-enbargoes continue. W m ght
wor k our passage on a trader. | am out of noney, unfortunately."

"I's there any alternative?"

"Kar hi de. Overland."

"How far is it-a thousand niles?"

"Yes, by road. But we couldn't go on the roads. W wouldn't get past the first Inspector. Qur only
way woul d be north through the nbuntains, east across the Gobrin, and down to the border at Guthen
Bay. "

"Across the Gobrin-the ice-sheet, you nean?"

He nodded.

"It's not possible in winter, is it?"

"l think so; with luck, as in all winter journeys. In one respect a G acier crossing is better in
wi nter. The good weat her, you know, tends to stay over the great glaciers, where the ice reflects
the heat of the sun; the stornms are pushed out to the periphery. Therefore the | egends about the
Pl ace inside the Blizzard. That might be in our favor. Little else.”

"Then you seriously think-"

"There woul d have been no point taking you fromPulefen Farmif | did not."

He was still stiff, sore, grim Last night's conversation had shaken us both.

"And | take it that you consider the Ice-crossing a better risk than waiting about till spring for
a sea-crossing?"

He nodded. "Solitude," he explained, |aconic.

| thought it over for a while. "I hope you' ve taken ny inadequacies into account. |'mnot as

col dproof as you, nowhere near it. I'mno expert on skis. I'mnot in good shape-though nuch

i nproved froma few days ago."

Agai n he nodded. "I think we mght nake it," he said, with that conplete sinplicity I had so |ong
taken for irony.

"Al right."

He gl anced at ne, and drank down his cup of tea. Tea it might as well be called; brewed from
roasted permgrain, orsh is a brown, sweetsour drink, strong in vitam ns A and C, sugar, and a
pl easant stimulant related to | obeline. Wiere there is no beer on Wnter there is orsh; where
there is neither beer nor orsh, there are no people.

"It will be hard," he said, setting down his cup. "Very hard. Wthout luck, we will not nmake it."
"I'd rather die up on the Ice than in that cesspool you got me out of."

He cut off a chunk of dried breadapple, offered ne a slice, and sat neditatively chewi ng. "W'l
need nore food," he said.

"What happens if we do nake it to Karhide-to you, | nean? You're still proscribed.”

He turned his dark, otter's glance on ne. "Yes. | suppose |I'd stay on this side."

"And when they found you'd hel ped their prisoner escape-?"

"They needn't find it." He sniled, bleak, and said, "First we have to cross the Ice."
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| broke out, "Listen, Estraven, will you forgive what | said yesterday-"

"Nusut h."He stood up, still chew ng, put on his hieb, coat, and boots, and slipped otterlike out
the self-sealing val ved door. From outside he stuck his head back in: "I may be late, or gone
overni ght. Can you nmanage here?"

"Yes."

"All right." Wth that he was off. | never knew a person who reacted so wholly and rapidly to a
changed situation as Estraven. | was recovering, and willing to go; he was out of thangen; the

instant that was all clear, he was off. He was never rash or hurried, but he was al ways ready. It
was the secret, no doubt, of the extraordinary political career he threw away for ny sake; it was
al so the explanation of his belief in me and devotion to ny nmission. Wien | canme, he was ready.
Nobody el se on Wnter was.

Yet he considered hinself a slow nman, poor in energencies.

Once he told nme that, being so slowthinking, he had to guide his acts by a general intuition of
whi ch way his "luck" was running, and that this intuition rarely failed him He said it seriously;
it may have been true. The Foretellers of the Fastnesses are not the only people on Wnter who can
see ahead. They have taned and trai ned the hunch, but not increased its certainty. In this matter
the Yoneshta al so have a point: the gift is perhaps not strictly or sinply one of foretelling, but
is rather the power of seeing (if only for a flash)everything at once : seeing whol e.

| kept the little heater-stove at its hottest setting while Estraven was gone, and so got warm
clear through for the first time in-how long? | thought it nust be Thern by now, the first nonth
of winter and of a new Year One, but | had lost count in Pul efen

The stove was one of those excellent and econom cal devices perfected by the Gethenians in their
mllennial effort to outwit cold. Only the use of a fusion-pack as power source could inprove it.
Its bionic-powered battery was good for fourteen nonths' continuous use, its heat output was
intense, it was stove, heater, and lantern all in one, and it wei ghed about four pounds. W would
never have got fifty mles without it. It nust have cost a good deal of Estraven's noney, that
money | had loftily handed over to himin Mshnory. The tent, which was made of plastics devel oped
for weather-resistance and designed to cope with at | east sone of the inside water-condensation
that is the plague of tents in cold weather; the pesthry-fur sleeping-bags; the clothes, skis,

sl edge, food-supplies, everything was of the finest nmake and kind, |ightweight, durable,
expensive. |If he had gone to get nore food, what was he going to get it with?

He did not return till nightfall next day. | had gone out several times on snowshoes, gathering
strength and getting practice by waddling around the slopes of the snow vale that hid our tent. |
was conpetent on skis, but not much good on snowshoes. | dared not go far over the hilltops, |est
I lose nmy backtrack; it was wild country, steep, full of creeks and ravines, rising fast to the

cl oud- haunt ed mountains eastward. | had tine to wonder what | would do in this forsaken place if
Estraven did not come back

He cane swoopi ng over the dusky hill-he was a magnificent skier-and stopped beside ne, dirty and

tired and heavy-laden. He had on his back a huge sooty sack stuffed full of bundles: Father

Chri stmas, who pops down the chi meys of old Earth. The bundl es contai ned kadi k-germ dried
breadappl e, tea, and slabs of the hard, red, earthy-tasting sugar that Gethenians refine fromone
of their tubers.

"How did you get all this?"

"Stole it," said the one-time Prine Mnister of Karhide, holding his hands over the stove, which
he had not yet turned down; he, even he, was cold. "In Turuf. Cose thing." That was all | ever

| earned. He was not proud of his exploit, and not able to laugh at it. Stealing is a vile crine on
Wnter; indeed the only man nore despised than the thief is the suicide.

"We' Il use up this stuff first," he said, as | set a pan of snow on the stove to nelt. "It's
heavy." Modst of the food he had laid in previously was 'hyperfood' rations, a fortified,
dehydr at ed, conpressed, cubed mi xture of high-energy foods-the Orgota name for it is gichy-mchy,
and that's what we called it, though of course we spoke Karhidish together. W had enough of it to
|l ast us sixty days at the minimal standard ration: a pound a day apiece. After he had washed up
and eaten, Estraven sat a long tine by the stove that night figuring out precisely what we had and
how and when we nust use it. W had no scales, and he had to estinmate, using a pound box of gichy-
nm chy as standard. He knew, as do nmany Gethenians, the caloric and nutritive value of each food;
he knew his own requirenments under various conditions, and how to estimate mine pretty closely.
Such know edge has hi gh survival -value, on Wnter.

When at | ast he had got our rations planned out, he rolled over onto his bag and went to sl eep
During the night | heard himtal king nunbers out of his dreans: weights, days, distances..

We had, very roughly, eight hundred mles to go. The first hundred woul d be north or northeast,
goi ng through the forest and across the northernnobst spurs of the Senmbensyen range to the great
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glacier, the ice-sheet that covers the doubl e-lobed G eat Continent everywhere north of the 45th
parallel, and in places dips dowmn alnmpst to the 35th. One of these southward extensions is in the
region of the Fire-H lls, the | ast peaks of the Senmbensyens, and that region was our first goal
There anpbng t he nmountains, Estraven reasoned, we should be able to get onto the surface of the ice-
sheet, either descending onto it froma nountain-slope or clinbing up to it on the slope of one of
its effluent glaciers. Thereafter we would travel on the Ice itself, eastward, for sone six
hundred niles. Where its edge trends north again near the Bay of Guthen we would come down off it
and cut southeast a last fifty or a hundred miles across the Shenshey Bogs, which by then should
be ten or twenty feet deep in snow, to the Karhidish border

This route kept us clear fromstart to finish of inhabited, or inhabitable, country. W would not

be neeting any Inspectors. This was indubitably of the first inportance. | had no papers, and
Estraven said that his wouldn't hold up under any further forgeries. In any case, though | could
pass for a Gethenian when no one expected anything else, | was not disguisable to an eye | ooking

for me. In this respect, then, the way Estraven proposed for us was highly practical

In all other respects it seened perfectly insane.

| kept my opinion to nyself, for |I fully neant what |'d said about preferring to die escaping, if
it cane down to a choice of deaths. Estraven, however, was still exploring alternatives. Next day,
whi ch we spent in |oading and packing the sledge very carefully, he said, "If you raised the Star
Shi p, when might it come?"

" Anywher e between ei ght days and a hal fronth, depending on where it is in its solar orbit relative
to Gethen. It mght be on the other side of the sun.”

"No sooner ?"

"No sooner. The NAFAL notive can't be used within a solar system The ship can cone in only on
rocket drive, which puts her at |east eight days away. Wy?"

He tugged a cord tight and knotted it before he answered. "I was considering the wi sdom of trying
to ask aid fromyour world, as mne seens unhel pful. There's a radi o beacon in Turuf."

"How power f ul ?"

"Not very. The nearest big transmitter would be in Kuhunmey, about four hundred mles south of
here. "

"Kuhuney's a big town, isn't it?"

"A quarter of a mllion souls."

"We'd have to get the use of the radio transmitter somehow, then hide out for at |east eight days,
with the Sarf alerted... Not much chance."

He nodded.

I lugged the | ast sack.of kadi k-germout of the tent, fitted it into its niche in the sl edge-I|oad,
and said, "If | had called the ship that night in Mshnory-the night you told nme to-the night I
was arrested... But Obsle had ny ansible; still has it, | suppose.”

"Can he use it?"

"No. Not even by chance, fiddling about. The coordi nate-settings are extrenmely conplex. But if
only I'd used it!"

"I'f only I'd known the gane was already over, that day," he said, and snled. He was not one for
regrets.

"You did, | think. But |I didn't believe you."

When the sl edge was | oaded, he insisted that we spend the rest of the day doing nothing, storing
energy. He lay in the tent witing, in alittle notebook, in his small, rapid, vertical-cursive
Kar hi di sh hand, the account that appears as the previous chapter. He hadn't been able to keep up
his journal during the past nonth, and that annoyed him he was pretty nethodical about that

journal. Its witing was, | think, both an obligation to and a link with his famly, the Hearth of
Estre. | learned that |ater, however; at the tine | didn't know what he was witing, and | sat
waxi ng skis, or doing nothing. |I whistled a dance-tune, and stopped nyself in the niddle. W only
had one tent, and if we were going to share it w thout driving each other nad, a certain anmount of
self-restraint, of manners, was evidently required... Estraven had | ooked up at nmy whistling, all
right, but not with irritation. He | ooked at ne rather dreamly, and said, "I wish |I'd known about
your Ship last year... Wiy did they send you onto this world al one?"

"The First Envoy to a world al ways cones alone. One alien is a curiosity, two are an invasion."
"The First Envoy's life is held cheap."

"No; the Ekunen really doesn't hold anybody's life cheap. So it follows, better to put one life in
danger than two, or twenty. It's also very expensive and tine-consuning, you know, shipping people
over the big junps. Anyhow, | asked for the job."

"I'n danger, honor," he said, evidently a proverb, for he added mldly, "W'Ill be full of honor
when we reach Karhide..."
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When he spoke, | found nyself believing that we would in fact reach Karhide, across eight hundred
m | es of nmountain, ravine, crevasse, volcano, glacier, ice-sheet, frozen bog or frozen bay, al
desol ate, shelterless, and lifeless, in the stornms of mdwinter in the mddle of an Ice Age. He
sat witing up his records with the same obdurate patient thoroughness | had seen in a nad king up
on a scaffolding nmortaring a joint, and said, "Wen we reach Karhide..."

H swhen was no nere datel ess hope, either. He intended to reach Karhide by the fourth day of the
fourth month of winter, Arhad Anner. We were to start tonorrow, the thirteenth of the first nonth,
Tornmenbod Thern. Qur rations, as well as he could calculate, mght be stretched at farthest to
three Gethenian nonths, 78 days; so we would go twelve miles a day for seventy days, and get to
Kar hi de on Arhad Anner. That was all settled. No nore to do now but get a good sl eep

W set off at dawn, on snowshoes, in a thin, wi ndless snowfall. The surface over the hills
wasbessa, soft and still unpacked, what Terran skiers | think call "wild" snow The sledge was
heavy | oaded; Estraven guessed the total weight to pull at something over 300 pounds. It was hard
to pull in the fluffy snow, though it was as handy as a well-designed little boat; the runners
were marvels, coated with a polyner that cut resistance alnbst to nothing, but of course that was
no good when the whole thing was stuck in a drift. On such a surface, and going up and down sl opes
and gullies, we found it best to go one in harness pulling and one behind pushing. The snow fell
fine and mild, all day long. We stopped twice for a bite of food. In all the vast hilly country
there was no sound. W& went on, and all of a sudden it was twilight. W halted in a valley very
like the one we had left that norning, a dell among white-hunped hills. | was so tired

staggered, yet | could not believe the day was over. W had covered, by the sledge-neter, al nost
fifteen mles.

If we could go that well in soft snow, fully | oaded, through a steep country whose hills and
valleys all ran athwart our way, then surely we could do better up on the Ice, with hard snow, a

| evel way, and a load always lighter. My trust in Estraven had been nore willed than spontaneous;
now | believed himconpletely. W would be in Karhide in seventy days.

"You've traveled like this before?" | asked him

"Sl edged? Often.”

"Long haul s?"

"I went a couple of hundred miles on the Kermlce one autumm, years ago."

The | ower end of Kerm Land, the mnountai nous sout hernnost peninsula of the Karhide seni-continent,
is, like the north, glaciated. Humanity on the G eat Continent of Gethen lives in a strip of |and
between two white walls. A further decrease of 8% in solar radiation, they calculate, would bring
the walls creeping together; there would be no nmen, no land; only ice.

"What for?"

"Curiosity, adventure." He hesitated and smiled slightly. "The augnentation of the conplexity and
intensity of the field of intelligent life," he said, quoting one of ny Ekumeni cal quotations.
"Ah: you were consciously extending the evolutionary tendency inherent in Being; one nanifestation
of which is exploration.” W were both well pleased with ourselves, sitting in the warmtent,
drinking hot tea and waiting for the kadi k-germ porridge to boil

"That's it," he said. "Six of us. Al very young. My brother and | fromEstre, four of our friends
from Stok. There was no purpose for the journey. W wanted to see Terenander, a nmountain that
stands up out of the Ice, down there. Not many people have seen it fromthe land."

The porridge was ready, a different matter fromthe stiff bran nush of Pulefen Farm it tasted
like the roast chestnuts of Terra, and burned the nouth splendidly. Warmthrough, benevolent, |
said, "The best food |I've eaten on Gethen has al ways been in your conpany, Estraven.”

"Not at that banquet in M shnory."

"No, that's true... . You hate Orgoreyn, don't you?"

"Very few Orgota know how to cook. Hate Orgoreyn? No, how should |I? How does one hate a country,
or love one? Tibe talks about it; | lack the trick of it. | know people, | know towns, farns,
hills and rivers and rocks, | know how the sun at sunset in autumm falls on the side of a certain

plowand in the hills; but what is the sense of giving a boundary to all that, of giving it a name
and ceasing to | ove where the nane ceases to apply? Wiat is | ove of one's country; is it hate of
one's uncountry? Then it's not a good thing. Is it sinply self-love? That's a good thing, but one
mustn't nmake a virtue of it, or a profession... Insofar as | love life, | love the hills of the
Domai n of Estre, but that sort of |ove does not have a boundary-line of hate. And beyond that,
amignorant, | hope."

Ignorant, in the Handdara sense: to ignore the abstraction, to hold fast to the thing. There was
in this attitude sonething fem nine, a refusal of the abstract, the ideal, a subm ssiveness to the
gi ven, which rather displeased ne.

Yet he added, scrupul ous, "A nan who doesn't detest a bad governnent is a fool. And if there were
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such a thing as a good governnent on earth, it would be a great joy to serve it."

There we understood each other. "I know sonething of that joy," | said.

"Yes; so | judged."

I rinsed our bows with hot water and dunped the rinsings out the. valve-door of the tent. It was
blind dark outside; snow fell fine and thin, just visible in the oval dimshaft of light fromthe
val ve. Sealed again in the dry warnth of the tent, we laid out our bags. He said sonething, "G ve

the bows to ne, M. A ," or sone such remark, and | said, "lIs it going to be 'M.' clear across
the Gobrin Ice?"
He | ooked up and | aughed. "I don't know what to call you."

"My nanme is Genly A ."

"I know. You use ny |andnane."

"I don't know what to call you either."

"Harth."

"Then I'm Ai.-Wo uses first names?"

"Hearth-brothers, or friends," he said, and saying it was renote, out of reach, two feet fromme
in atent eight feet across. No answer to that. What is nore arrogant than honesty? Cool ed, |
climbed into my fur bag. "Good night, A ," said the alien, and the other alien said, "Good night,
Hart h. "

A friend. Wiat is a friend, in a world where any friend nmay be a | over at a new phase of the noon?
Not |, locked in ny virility: no friend to Therem Harth, or any other of his race. Neither nman nor
worman, neither and both, cyclic, lunar, netanorphosing under the hand's touch, changelings in the
human cradle, they were no flesh of mine, no friends; no | ove between us.

We slept. | woke once and heard the snow ticking thick and soft on the tent.
Estraven was up at dawn getting breakfast. The day broke bright. W | oaded up and were off as the
sun gilded the tops of the scrubby bushes rimming the dell, Estraven pulling in harness and | as

pusher and rudder at the stern. The snow was beginning to get a crust on it; on clear downsl opes
we went |like a dog-team at a run. That day we skirted and then entered the forest that borders

Pul efen Farm the forest of dwarfs, thick-set, gnurl-1linbed, ice-bearded thore-trees. W dared not
use the main road north, but |ogging-roads lent their direction to us sonetines for a while, and
as the forest was kept clear of fallen trees and undergrowth we got on well. Once we were in

Tarrenpeth there were fewer ravines or steep ridges. The sl edge-neter at evening said twenty miles
for the day's run, and we were less tired than the night before.

One palliative of winter on Wnter is that the days stay light. The planet has a few degrees of
tilt to the plane of the ecliptic, not enough to make an appreci abl e seasonal difference in | ow

| atitudes. Season is not a hem spheric effect but a global one, a result of the elliptoid orbit.
At the far and sl ow nmoving end of the orbit, approaching and departing from aphelion, there is
just enough |l oss of solar radiation to disturb the already uneasy weather patterns, to chill down
what is cold already, and turn the wet gray summer into white violent winter. Dryer than the rest
of the year, winter mght be pleasanter, if it were not for the cold. The sun, when you see it,
shines high; there is no slow bl eeding away of light into the darkness, as on the polar slopes of
Earth where cold and night cone on together.

Gethen has a bright winter, bitter, terrible, and bright.

We were three days getting through Tarrenpeth Forest. On the |last, Estraven stopped and nade canp
early, in order to set traps. He wanted to catch sone pesthry. They are one of the larger |and-
animal s of Wnter, about the size of a fox, oviparous vegetarians with a splendid coat of gray or
white fur. He was after the neat, for pesthry are edible. They were mgrating south in vast
nunbers; they are so light-footed and solitary that we saw only two or three as we haul ed, but the
snow was thick-starred in every glade of the thore-forest with countless little snowshoe tracks,
al | headi ng south. Estraven's snares were full in an hour or two. He cleaned and cut up the six
beasts, hung some of the neat to freeze, stewed sone for our meal that night. Gethenians are not a
hunti ng peopl e, because there is very little to hunt-no |arge herbivores, thus no | arge
carnivores, except in the teem ng seas. They fish, and farm | had never before seen a Gethenian
with blood on his hands.

Estraven | ooked at the white pelts. "There's a week's room and board for a pesthry-hunter," he
said. "Gone to waste." He held out one for ne to touch. The fur was so soft and deep that you
coul d not be certain when your hand began to feel it. Qur sleeping-bags, coats, and hoods were
lined with that sanme fur, an unsurpassed insulator and very beautiful to see. "Hardly seens worth
it," | said, "for a stew.'

Estraven gave ne his brief dark stare and said, "W need protein." And tossed away the pelts,
where overni ght therussy, the fierce little rat-snakes, would devour themand the entrails and the
bones, and lick clean the bl oody snow.
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He was right; he was generally right. There was a pound or two of edible neat on a pesthry. | ate
my half of the stew that night and could have eaten his wi thout noticing. Next norning, when we
started up into the mountains, | was tw ce the sledge-engine | had been

We went up that day. The beneficent snowfall andkroxet -w ndless weather between 0° F. and 20°-
that had seen us through Tarrenpeth and out of range of probable pursuit, now dissol ved wetchedly
into above-freezing tenperatures and rain. Now | began to understand why GCetheni ans conpl ai n when
the tenperature rises in winter, and cheer up when it falls. In the city, rain is an

i nconvenience; to a traveler it is a catastrophe. W haul ed that sledge up the flanks of the
Senbensyens all norning through a deep, cold porridge of rain-sodden snow. By afternoon on steep
sl opes the snow was nostly gone. Torrents of rain, niles of nmud and gravel. W cased the runners,
put the wheels on the sledge, and haul ed on up. As a wheeled cart it was a bitch, sticking and
tipping every noment. Dark fell before we found any shelter of cliff or cave to set up the tent

in, so that despite all our care things got wet. Estraven had said that a tent such as ours would
house us pretty confortably in any weather at all, so long as we kept it dry inside. "Once you
can't dry out your bags, you | ose too nuch body-heat all night, and you don't sleep well. Qur food-
ration's too short to allow us to afford that. W can't count on any sunlight to dry things out,
so we nmust not get themwet." | had |istened, and had been as scrupul ous as he about keepi ng snow
and wet out of the tent, so that there was only the unavoi dabl e noisture fromour cooking, and our
I ungs and pores, to be evaporated. But this night everything was wet through before we could get
the tent up. We huddl ed steam ng over the Chabe stove, and presently had a stew of pesthry neat to
eat, hot and solid, good enough al nost to conmpensate for everything el se. The sl edge-neter

ignoring the hard uphill work we had done all day, said we had cone only nine mles.

"First day we've done less than our stint," | said.

Estraven nodded, and neatly cracked a | egbone for the marrow. He had stripped off his wet outer
clothes and sat in shirt and breeches, barefoot, collar open. | was still too cold to take off ny

coat and hieb and boots. There he sat cracking marrowbones, neat, tough, durable, his sleek
furlike hair shedding the water like a bird's feathers: he dripped a little onto his shoul ders,
|l i ke house-eaves dripping, and never noticed it. He was not discouraged. He bel onged here.

The first neat-ration had given nme sone intestinal cranps, and that night they got severe. | |ay
awake in the soggy darkness loud with rain.

At breakfast he said, "You had a bad night."

"How di d you know?" For he slept very deeply, scarcely noving, even when | left the tent.
He gave ne that | ook again. "Wat's wong?"

"Diarrhea.”

He wi nced and said savagely, "It's the neat."

"l suppose so."

"My fault. | shoul d-"

"It's all right."

"Can you travel ?"

"Yes. "

Rain fell and fell. A west wind off the sea kept the tenperature in the thirties, even here at
three or four thousand feet of altitude. W never saw nore than a quarter-nile ahead through the
gray m st and mass of rain. What slopes rose on above us | never |ooked up to see: nothing to see
but rain falling. W went by conpass, keeping as nmuch to northward as the cut and veer of the
great slopes all owed.

The gl aci er had been over these nountainsides, in the hundreds of thousands of years it had been
grinding back and forth across the North. There were tracks scored along granite slopes, |ong and
straight as if cut with a great U gouge. W could pull the sledge al ong those scratches sonetines
as if along a road.

| did best pulling; | could Iean into the harness, and the work kept ne warm Wen we stopped for
a bite of food at nidday, | felt sick and cold, and could not eat. W went on, clinbing again now.
Rain fell, and fell, and fell. Estraven stopped us under a great overhang of black rock, along in

m d-afternoon. He had the tent up al nost before | was out of harness. He ordered me to go in and
lie down.

“I'mall right," | said.

"You're not," he said. "Go on."

| obeyed, but | resented his tone. When he came into the tent with our night's needs, | sat up to
cook, it being nmy turn. He told me in the sanme perenptory tone to lie still.

"You needn't order me about," | said.

"I"'msorry," he said inflexibly, his back turned.
"I'"'mnot sick, you know. "
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"No, | didn't know. If you won't say frankly, | nust go by your |ooks. You haven't recovered your
strength, and the going has been hard. | don't know where your lints lie."

"1"I'l tell you when | reach them™

| was galled by his patronizing. He was a head shorter than I, and built nore |like a woman than a

man, nore fat than nuscle; when we hauled together | had to shorten ny pace to his, hold in ny
strength so as not to out-pull him a stallion in harness with a nul e-

"You're no longer ill, then?"

"No. OF course I'mtired. So are you."

"Yes, | am" he said. "I was anxious about you. W have a long way to go."

He had not neant to patronize. He had thought nme sick, and sick nen take orders. He was frank, and
expected a reciprocal frankness that | might not be able to supply. He, after all, had no

standards of manliness, of virility, to conplicate his pride.

On the other hand, if he could lower all his standards of shifgrethor, as | realized he had done
with me, perhaps | could dispense with the nore conpetitive el ements of ny nasculine self-respect,
whi ch he certainly understood as little as | understood shifgrethor..

"How nmuch of it did we cover today?"

He | ooked around and smled a little, gently. "Six nmiles," he said.

The next day we did seven niles, the next day twelve, and the day after that we canme out of the
rain, and out of the clouds, and out of the regions of mankind. It was the ninth day of our
journey. W were five to six thousand feet above seal evel now, on a high plateau full of the

evi dences of recent mountain-building and vulcanism we were in the Fire-H Ils of the Senbensyen
Range. The pl ateau narrowed gradually to a valley and the valley to a pass between |long ridges. As
we approached the end of the pass the rainclouds were thinning and rending. A cold north w nd

di spersed themutterly, laying bare the peaks above the ridges to our right and left, basalt and
snow, piebald and patchwork of black and white brilliant under the sudden sun in a dazzling sky.
Ahead of us, cleared and reveal ed by the same vast sweep of the wind, lay tw sted valleys,
hundreds of feet below, full of ice and boul ders. Across those valleys a great wall stood, a wall
of ice, and raising our eyes up and still up to the rimof the wall we saw the Ice itself, the
Gobrin d acier, blinding and horizonless to the utnost north, a white, a white the eyes could not
| ook on.

Here and there out of the valleys full of rubble and out of the cliffs and bends and masses of the
great icefield s edge, black ridges rose; one great mass | oomed up out of the plateau to the

hei ght of the gateway peaks we stood between, and fromits side drifted heavily a nmile-long w sp
of snoke. Farther off there were others: peaks, pinnacles, black cindercones on the glacier. Snoke
panted fromfiery mouths that opened out of the ice.

Estraven stood there in harness beside ne | ooking at that nagnificent and unspeakabl e desol ati on.
"I'mglad | have lived to see this," he said.

| felt as he did. It is good to have an end to journey towards; but it is the journey that
matters, in the end.

It had not rained, here on these north-facing slopes. Snowfields stretched down fromthe pass
into the valleys of noraine. W stowed the wheels, uncapped the sl edge-runners, put on our skis,
and took of f-down, north, onward, into that silent vastness of fire and ice that said in enornous
letters of black and white DEATH, DEATH, witten right across a continent. The sledge pulled |like
a feather, and we | aughed with joy.

16. Between Drummer and Drenegol e

Qdyrny Thern. Ai asks from his sl eeping-bag, "What is it you' re witing, Harth?"

"Arecord."

He laughs a little. "I ought to be keeping a journal for the Ekunenical files; but | never could
stick to it without a voice-witer."
| explain that my notes are intended for nmy people at Estre, who will incorporate themas they see

fit into the Records of the Domain; this turning ny thoughts to ny Hearth and ny son, | seek to
turn them away again, and ask, "Your parent-your parents, that is-are they alive?"

"No," says Ai. "Seventy years dead."

| puzzled at it. Al was not thirty years old. "You' re counting years of a different |length than
ours?"

"No. Oh, | see. I've tinejunped. Twenty years fromEarth to Hain-Davenant, fromthere fifty to
Ellul, fromE Ilul to here seventeen. |'ve only lived off-Earth seven years, but | was born there a
hundred and twenty years ago."

Long since in Erhenrang he had explained to ne howtine is shortened inside the ships that go

al nrost as fast as starlight between the stars, but | had not laid this fact down agai nst the
length of a man's life, or the lives he | eaves behind himon his own world. While he lived a few
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hours in one of those unimagi nabl e ships going fromone planet to another, everyone he had | eft
behi nd himat hone grew old and died, and their children grew old... | said at last, "I thought
nmyself an exile.™

"You for ny sake-lI for yours," he said, and | aughed again, a slight cheerful sound in the heavy
sil ence. These three days since we cane down fromthe pass have been much hard work for no gain
but Ai is no | onger downcast, nor overhopeful; and he has nore patience with ne. Maybe the drugs
are sweated out of him Miybe we have learned to pull together.

We spent this day comi ng down fromthe basaltic spur which we spent yesterday clinbing. Fromthe
valley it |ooked a good road up onto the Ice, but the higher we went the nore scree and slick rock-
face we nmet, and a grade ever steeper, till even without the sl edge we could not have clinbed it.
Toni ght we are back down at the foot of it in the noraine, the valley of stones. Nothing grows
here. Rock, pebble-dunp, boulder-fields, clay, mud. An armof the glacier has withdrawn fromthis
slope within the last fifty or hundred years, leaving the planet's bones rawto the air; no flesh
of earth, of grass. Here and there funarol es cast a heavy yellow sh fog over the ground, |ow and
creeping. The air snells of sulphur. It is 12°, still, overcast. | hope no heavy snow falls until
we have got over the evil ground between this place and the glacier-armwe saw sone niles to the
west fromthe ridge. It seens to be a wide ice-river running down fromthe pl ateau between two
nmount ai ns, vol canoes, both cappedwi th steam and snoke. If we can get onto it fromthe slopes of
the nearer volcano, it may provide us a road up onto the plateau of ice. To our east a smaller

gl acier cones down to a frozen | ake, but it runs curving and even fromhere the great crevasses in
it can be seen; it is inpassible to us, equipped as we are. W agreed to try the gl acier between
the vol canoes, though by going west to it we |ose at |east two days' mileage towards our goal, one
in going west and one in regaining the distance

Oppost he Thern. Snowi ngheser enf

*neseremfine snow on a noderate gale: a light blizzard.

No travel in this. W both slept all day. W have been hauling nearly a hal frronth, the sleep does
us good.

O tornmenbod Thern. Snowi ngneserem Enough sleep. Al taught me a Terran gane played on squares with
little stones, called go, an excellent difficult gane. As he remarked, there are plenty of stones
here to playgo with.

He endures the cold pretty well, and if courage were enough, would stand it Iike a snowworm It
is odd to see himbundled up in hieb and overcoat with the hood up, when the tenperature is above
zero; but when we sledge, if the sun is out or the wind not too bitter, he takes off the coat soon
and sweats |ike one of us. W nust conpronise as to the heating of the tent. He would keep it hot,
I cold, and either's confort is the other's pneunonia. W strike a nmedium and he shivers outside
his bag, while | swelter in mne; but considering fromwhat distances we have cone together to
share this tent a while, we do well enough

Get heny Thanern.Cl ear after the blizzard, wind down, the thernonmeter around 15° all day. W are
canped on the | ower western slope of the nearer vol cano: Munt Drenegole, on nmy map of Orgoreyn.
Its conpanion across the ice-river is called Drummer. The nap is poorly nade; there is a great

peak visible to the west not shown on it at all, and it is all out of proportion. The Orgota
evidently do not often conme into their Fire-Hlls. Indeed there is not much to cone for, except
grandeur. W haul ed eleven niles today, difficult work: all rock. A is asleep already. | bruised

the tendon of ny heel, wenching it |like a fool when ny foot was caught between two boul ders, and
| inped out the afternoon. The night's rest should heal it. Tonorrow we should get down onto the
gl aci er.

Qur food-supplies seemto have sunk alarnmingly, but it is because we have been eating the bul ky
stuff. We had between ninety and a hundred pounds of coarse foodstuffs, half of it the Ioad

stole in Turuf; sixty pounds of this are gone, after fifteen days' journey. | have started on the
gi chy-mchy at a pound a day, saving two sacks of kadi k-germ sonme sugar, and a chest of dried
fishcakes for variety later. | amglad to be rid of that heavy stuff from Turuf. The sl edge pulls
l'ighter.

Sordny Thanern.In the 20's; frozen rain, wind pouring down the ice-river like the draft in a
tunnel . Canped a quarter nmle in fromthe edge, on a long flat streak of firn. The way down from
Dr enegol e was rough and steep, on bare rock and rock-fields; the glacier's edge heavily crevassed,
and so foul with gravel and rocks caught in the ice that we tried the sl edge on wheels there too
Bef ore we had got a hundred yards a wheel wedged fast and the axle bent. W use runners
henceforth. W made only four miles today, still in the wong direction. The effluent gl acier
seenms to run on a long curve westerly up to the Gobrin plateau. Here between the vol canoes it is
about four niles wi de, and should not be hard going farther in towards the center, though it is
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nmore crevassed than | had hoped, and the surface rotten

Drummer is in eruption. The sleet on one's lips tastes of snoke and sul phur. A darkness |oured al
day in the west even under the rainclouds. Fromtine to tinme all things, clouds, icy rain, ice,
air, would turn a dull red, then fade slowy back to gray. The glacier shakes a little under our
feet.

Eski chwe remir Her hypothesized that the volcanic activity in NNW O goreyn and the Archi pel ago
has been increasing during the last ten or twenty nillennia, and presages the end of the lce, or
at least a recession of it and an interglacial period. CO2 rel eased by the vol canoes into the

at nosphere will in tine serve as an insulator, holding in the |l ongwave heat-energy reflected from
the earth, while permitting direct solar heat to enter undi m ni shed. The average worl d
tenperature, he says, would in the end be raised sone thirty degrees, till it attains 72°. | am
glad | shall not be present. A says that sinmilar theories have been propounded by Terran schol ars
to explain the still inconplete recession of their |last Age of Ice. Al such theories remin

| argely irrefutable and unprovabl e; no one knows certainly why the ice conmes, why it goes. The
Snow of Il gnorance remnai ns untrodden

Over Drummer in the dark now a great table of dull fire burns.

Eps Thanern. The neter reads sixteen niles haul ed today, but we are not nore than eight mles in a
straight line fromlast night's canp. We are still in the ice-pass between the two vol canoes.
Drumer is in eruption. Wrns of fire crawml down its black sides, seen when wind clears off the
roil and seethe of ash-cloud and snoke-cloud and white steam Continuously, with no pause, a
hissing mutter fills the air, so huge and so long a sound that one cannot hear it when one stops
to listen; yet it fills all the interstices of one's being. The glacier trenbles perpetually,
snaps and crashes, jitters under our feet. Al the snowbridges that the blizzard may have laid
across crevasses are gone, shaken down, knocked in by this drumm ng and junping of the ice and the
earth beneath the ice. W go back and forth, seeking the end of a slit in the ice that would
swal | ow t he sl edge whol e, then seeking the end of the next, trying to go north and forced al ways
to go west or east. Above us Dremegole, in synpathy with Drumner's |abor, grunbles and farts fou
snoke.

Ai's face was badly frostbitten this norning, nose, ears, chin all dead gray when | chanced to

| ook at him Kneaded himback to |ife and no damage done, but we nust be nore careful. The w nd
that blows down off the Ice is, in sinple truth, deadly; and we have to face it as we haul

I shall be glad to get off this slit and winkled ice-arm between two grow i ng nonsters. Mountains
shoul d be seen, not heard.

Arhad Thanern. Sone sove-snow, between 15 and 20°. W went twelve mles today, about five of them
profitable, and the rimof the Gobrin is visibly nearer, north, above us. W now see the ice-river
to be mles wide: the "arnf between Drumer and Drenegole is only one finger, and we now are on
the back of the hand. Turning and | ooking down fromthis canp one sees the glacier-flow split,

di vided, torn and churned by the black steam ng peaks that thwart it. Looking ahead one sees it
broaden, rising and curving slowy, dwarfing the dark ridges of earth, neeting the ice-wall far
above under veils of cloud and snoke and snow. Ci nders and ash now fall with the snow, and the ice
is thick with clinkers on it or sunk in it: a good wal king surface but rather rough for hauling,
and the runners need recoating already. Two or three tinmes volcanic projectiles hit the ice quite
near us. They hiss loudly as they strike, and burn thenselves a socket in the ice. Cinders patter
falling with the snow. We creep infrmitesimally northward through the dirty chaos of a world in the
process of making itself.

Prai se then Creation unfinished!

Net her had Thanern. No snow si nce norning; overcast and w ndy, at about 15°. The great multiple
glacier we are on feeds down into the valley fromthe west, and we are on its extreme eastern
edge. Drenegol e and Drumer are now somewhat behind us, though a sharp ridge of Dremegole stil
rises east of us, alnost at eyelevel. W have crept and crawl ed up to a point where we nust choose
between following the glacier on its long sweep westward and so up gradually onto the pl ateau of
ice, or clinbing the ice-cliffs a mle north of tonight's canp, and so saving twenty or thirty

m | es of hauling, at the cost of risk.

Al favors the risk.

There is a frailty about him He is all unprotected, exposed, vul nerable, even to his sexual organ

whi ch he nust carry always outside hinself; but he is strong, unbelievably strong. | amnot sure
he can keep hauling any |longer than | can, but he can haul harder and faster than I-tw ce as hard.
He can lift the sledge at front or rear to ease it over an obstacle. | could not lift and hold

that weight, unless | was in dothe. To match his frailty and strength, he has a spirit easy to
despair and quick to defiance: a fierce inpatient courage. This slow, hard, crawing work we have
been doi ng these days wears himout in body and will, so that if he were one of my race | should
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think hima coward, but he is anything but that; he has a ready bravery | have never seen the |like
of. He is ready, eager, to stake life on the cruel quick test of the precipice.

"Fire and fear, good servants, bad lords." He makes fear serve him | would have let fear |lead ne
around by the long way. Courage and reason are with him Wat good seeking the safe course, on a
journey such as this? There are sensel ess courses, which | shall not take; but there is no safe
one.

Streth Thanern.No luck. No way to get the sledge up, though we spent the day at it.

Sove-snow in flurries, thick ash mxed with it. It was dark all day, as the wi nd veering around
fromthe west again blew the pall of Drummer's snoke on us. Up here the ice shakes | ess, but there
canme a great quake while we tried to clinb a shelving cliff; it shook free the sl edge where we had
wedged it and | was pulled down five or six feet with a bunp, but Al had a good handhold and his
strength saved us fromall careering down to the foot of the cliff, twenty feet or nore. If one of
us breaks a leg or shoulder in these exploits, that is probably the end of both of us; there,
precisely, is the risk-rather an ugly one when | ooked at closely. The lower valley of the glaciers
behind us is white with steam |ava touches ice, down there. W certainly cannot go back. Tonorrow
we shall try the ascent farther west.

Beren Thanern. No luck. We nust go farther west. Dark as late twilight all day. Qur lungs are raw,
not fromcold (it remains well above zero even at night, with this west wind) but from breathing
the ash and funes of the eruption. By the end of this second day of wasted effort, scrabbling and
squirm ng over pressure-blocks and up ice-cliffs always to be stopped by a sheer face or overhang,
trying farther on and failing again, Al was exhausted and enraged. He | ooked ready to cry, but did
not. | believe he considers crying either evil or shaneful. Even when he was very ill and weak,
the first days of our escape, he hid his face fromme when he wept. Reasons personal, racial
soci al , sexual -how can | guess why A nust not weep? Yet his name is a cry of pain. For that |
first sought himout in Erhenrang, a long time ago it seems now, hearing talk of "an Alien"

asked his nane, and heard for answer a cry of pain froma human throat across the night. Now he
sleeps. His arns trenble and twitch, nuscul ar fatigue. The world around us, ice and rock, ash and
snow, fire and dark, trenbles and twitches and nmutters. Looking out a mnute ago I saw t he gl ow of
the volcano as a dull red bloomon the belly of vast clouds overhangi ng the darkness.

Orny Thanern.No luck. This is the twenty-second day of our journey, and since the tenth day we
have nade no progress eastward, indeed have |ost twenty or twenty-five nmiles by going west; since
the eighteenth day we have nmade no progress of any kind, and m ght as well have sat still. If we
ever do get up on the Ice, will we have food enough left to take us across it? This thought is
hard to dism ss. Fog and nurk of the eruption cut seeing very close, so that we cannot choose our

path well. Al wants to attack each ascent, however steep, that shows any sign of shelving. He is
i mpatient with ny caution. W have got to watch our tenpers. | will be in kemrer in a day or so
and all strains will increase. Meanwhile we butt our heads on cliffs of ice in a cold dusk full of

ashes. If | wote a new Yonesh Canon | should send thieves here after death. Thieves who stea
sacks of food by night in Turuf. Thieves who steal a man's hearth and name from himand send him
out asharmed and exiled. My head is thick, | must cross out all this stuff later, too tired to
reread it now

Har hahad Thanern. On the Gobrin.The twenty-third day of our journey. W are on the Gobrin lce. As
soon as we set out this norning we saw, only a few hundred yards beyond last night's canp, a

pat hway open up to the lIce, a highway curving broad and cinder-paved fromthe rubble and chasnms of
the glacier right up through the cliffs of ice. W walked up it as if strolling along the Sess
Enbanknent. We are on the Ice. W are headed east again, homeward.

I aminfected by Ai's pure pleasure in our achi evenent. Looked at soberly it is as bad as ever, up
here. W are on the plateau's rim Crevasses-sone w de enough to sink villages in, not house by
house but all at once-run inland, northward, right out of sight. Mst of themcut across our way,
SO we too must go north, not east. The surface is bad. We screw the sl edge al ong anpbngst great

| unps and chunks of ice, imense debris pushed up by the straining of the great plastic sheet of

i ce against and anong the Fire-H |ls. The broken pressure-ridges take queer shapes, overturned
towers, legless giants, catapults. A nmle thick to start with, the Ice here rises and thickens,
trying to flow over the nountains and choke the fire-npbuths with silence. Sone nmiles to the north
a peak rises up out of the lIce, the sharp graceful barren cone of a young vol cano: younger by

t housands of years than the ice-sheet that grinds and shoves, all shattered into chasms and jamred
up into great blocks and ridges, over the six thousand feet of |ower slopes we cannot see.

During the day, turning, we saw the snoke of Drummer's eruption hang behind us like a gray-brown
extension of the surface of the Ice. A steady wind blows along at ground | evel fromthe northeast,
clearing this higher air of the soot and stink of the planet's bowels which we have breathed for
days, flattening out the snoke behind us to cover, like a dark lid, the glaciers, the | ower
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mount ai ns, the valleys of stones, the rest of the earth. There is nothing, the Ice says, but Ice.
But the young vol cano there to northward has another word it thinks of saying.

No snowfall, a thin high overcast. *4° on the plateau at dusk. A junble of firn, newice, and old
ice underfoot. The newice is tricky, slick blue stuff just hidden by a whiteglaze. W have both
been down a good deal. | slid fifteen feet on ny belly across one such slick. A, in harness,

doubl ed up | aughi ng. He apol ogi zed and expl ai ned he had thought hinself the only person on Gethen
who ever slipped on ice.

Thirteen nmles today; but if we try to keep up such a pace anong these cut, heaped, crevassed
pressure-ridges we shall wear ourselves out or cone to worse grief than a bellyslide

The waxing noon is low, dull as dry blood; a great brownish, iridescent halo surrounds it.

@uyrny Thanern. Sone snhow, rising wind and falling tenperature. Thirteen nmiles again today, which
brings our distance |ogged since we left our first canp to 254 miles. W have averaged about ten
and a half mles a day; eleven and a half omtting the two days spent waiting out the blizzard. 75
to 100 of those miles of hauling gave us no onward gain. We are not much nearer Karhide than we
were when we set out. But we stand a better chance, | think, of getting there.

Since we cane up out of the volcano-nmurk our spirit is not all spent in work and worry, and we
talk again in the tent after our dinner. As | amin kenmmer | would find it easier to ignore Ai's
presence, but this is difficult in a tw-nan tent. The trouble is of course that he is, in his
curious fashion, also in kenmrer: always in kemrer. A strange |owgrade sort of desire it nust be,
to be spread out over every day of the year and never to know the choice of sex, but there it is;
and here am|. Tonight ny extreme physical awareness of himwas rather hard to ignore, and | was
too tired to divert it into untrance or any other channel of the discipline. Finally he asked, had

he of fended nme? | explained ny silence, with some enbarrassnment. | was afraid he would | augh at
me. After all he is no nore an oddity, a sexual freak, than | am up here on the Ice each of us is
singular, isolate, | as cut off fromthose Iike ne, fromny society and its rules, as he fromhis

There is no world full of other Gethenians here to explain and support mnmy existence. W are equals
at last, equal, alien, alone. He did not |augh, of course. Rather he spoke with a gentleness that
I did not knowwas in him After a while he too cane to speak of isolation, of |oneliness.

"Your race is appallingly alone in its world. No other nmanmalian speci es. No ot her anbi sexua
species. No aninmal intelligent enough even to donesticate as pets. It nust col or your thinking,
this uni queness. | don't nean scientific thinking only, though you are extraordi nary hypot hesi zers-
it's extraordinary that you arrived at any concept of evolution, faced with that unbridgeabl e gap
bet ween yoursel ves and the | ower animals. But philosophically, enotionally: to be so solitary, in
so hostile a world: it nust affect your entire outlook.™

"The Yoneshta would say that nan's singularity is his divinity."

"Lords of the Earth, yes. O her cults on other worlds have conme to the sane concl usion. They tend
to be the cults of dynami c, aggressive, ecol ogy-breaking cultures.

Ogoreyn is in the pattern, in its way; at |east they seem bent on pushing things around. Wat do
t he Handdar ata say?"

"Well, in the Handdara ... you know, there's no theory, no dogma... Maybe they are | ess aware of
the gap between nmen and beasts, being nore occupied with the |ikenesses, the |inks, the whol e of
which living things are a part." Torner's Lay had been all day in ny nind, and | said the words,
Light is the left hand of darkness

and darkness the right hand of 1ight.

Two are one, life and death, |ying

together like lovers in kemrer,

i ke hands | oi ned together

like the end and the way.

My voice shook as | said the lines, for | renenbered as | said themthat in the letter ny brother
wote ne before his death he had quoted the same words.

Ai brooded, and after sone tinme he said, "You're isolated, and undivi ded. Perhaps you are as
obsessed with whol eness as we are with dualism?”

"We are dualists too. Duality is an essential, isn't it? So long as there isnyself andthe other."
"I and Thou," he said. "Yes, it does, after all, go even w der than sex..."

"Tell me, how does the other sex of your race differ fromyours?"

He | ooked startled and in fact ny question rather startled nme; kenmmer brings out these
spontaneities in one. W were both sel f-conscious. "I never thought of that," he said. "You' ve
never seen a wonan." He used his Terran-1anguage word, which | knew.

"I saw your pictures of them The wonen | ooked |ike pregnant Gethenians, but with | arger breasts.
Do they differ nuch fromyour sex in mnd behavior? Are they like a different species?"

"No. Yes. No, of course not, not really. But the difference is very inportant. | suppose the npst
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i mportant thing, the heaviest single factor in one's life, is whether one's born nale or female.
In nost societies it determines one's expectations, activities, outlook, ethics, manners-al npst

everyt hing. Vocabulary. Semotic usages. Cothing. Even food. Wwnen... wonen tend to eat |ess..
It's extrenely hard to separate the innate differences fromthe | earned ones. Even where wonen
participate equally with men in the society, they still after all do all the childbearing, and so

nost of the child-rearing..."

"Equality is not the general rule, then? Are they nentally inferior?"

"I don't know. They don't often seemto turn up mathematicians, or conposers of rmusic, or
inventors, or abstract thinkers. But it isn't that they're stupid. Physically they're | ess
muscul ar, but a little nore durable than nen. Psychol ogically-"

After he had stared a long tinme at the gl owi ng stove, he shook his head. "Harth," he said, "I
can't tell you what wonen are like. | never thought about it rmuch in the abstract, you know, and-
God! -by now | 've practically forgotten. |I've been here two years... You don't know. In a sense,
woren are nmore alien to me than you are. Wth you | share one sex, anyhow..." He | ooked away and
| aughed, rueful and uneasy. My own feelings were conplex, and we let the natter drop

Yrny Thanern. Ei ghteen miles today, east-northeast by conpass, on skis. W got clear of the

pressure-ridges and crevasses in the first hour of pulling. Both got in harness, | ahead at first
with the probe, but no nore need for testing: the firnis a couple of feet thick over solid ice,
and on the firn lie several inches of sound new snow fromthe last fall, with a good surface.
Nei t her we nor the sl edge broke through at all, and the sledge pulled so light that it was hard to
believe we are still hauling about a hundred pounds apiece. During the afternoon we took turns
haul i ng, as one can do it easily on this splendid surface. It is a pity that all the hard work
uphil | and over rock cane while the | oad was heavy. Now we go light. Too light: I find nyself

t hi nki ng about food a good deal. W eat, A says, ethereally. Al day we went |ight and fast over
the I evel ice-plain, dead white under a gray-blue sky, unbroken except for the few bl ack nuna-tak-
peaks now far behind us, and a snudge of darkness, Drummer's breath, behind them Nothing el se:
the veiled sun, the ice.

17. An Orgota Creation Myth

The origins of this nyth are prehistorical; it has been recorded in many forns. This very
primtive version is froma pre-Yonesh witten text found in the |Isenpeth Cave Shrine of the
Gobrin Hinterl ands.

I N THEbegi nni ng there was not hing but ice and the sun. Over many years the sun shining nelted a
great crevasse in the ice. In the sides of this crevasse were great shapes of ice, and there was
no bottomto it. Drops of water nelted fromthe ice-shapes in the sides of the chasmand fell down

and down. One of the ice-shapes said, "I bleed." Another of the ice-shapes said, "I weep." Athird
one said, "l sweat."

The i ce-shapes clinbed up out of the abyss and stood on the plain of ice. He that said "I bleed,"
he reached up to the sun and pull ed out handfuls of excrenent fromthe bowels of the sun, and with
that dung made the hills and valleys of the earth. He that said "I weep," he breathed on the ice

and nelting it nade the seas and the rivers. He that said "I sweat," he gathered up soil and sea-
water and with them nade trees, plants, herbs and grains of the field, animals, and nmen. The
plants grew in the soil and the sea, the beasts ran on the |and and swamin the sea, but the men
did not wake. Thirty-nine of themthere were. They slept on the ice and would not nove.

Then the three ice-shapes stooped down and sat with their knees drawn up and let the sun nelt
them As nmilk they nmelted, and the nmilk ran into the nouths of the sleepers, and the sl eepers
woke. That mlk is drunk by the children of nen alone and without it they will not wake to life.
The first to wake up was Edondurath. So tall was he that when he stood up his head split the sky,
and snow fell down. He saw the others stirring and awakeni ng, and was afraid of them when they
noved, so he killed one after another with a blow of his fist. Thirty-six of themhe killed. But
one of them the next to last one, ran away. Haharath he was called. Far he ran over the plain of
ice and over the |lands of earth. Edondurath ran behind himand caught up with himat |ast and
snote him Haharath died. Then Edondurath returned to the Birthplace on the Gobrin Ice where the
bodi es of the others lay, but the |ast one was gone: he had escaped whil e Edondurath pursued
Hahar at h.

Edondurath built a house of the frozen bodies of his brothers, and waited there inside that house
for that |last one to cone back. Each day one of the corpses would speak, saying, "Does he burn?
Does he burn?" Al the other corpses would say with frozen tongues, "No, no." Then Edondurath
entered kemmer as he slept, and noved and spoke al oud in dreans, and when he woke the corpses were
all saying, "He burns! He burns!" And the |ast brother, the youngest one, heard them saying that,
and canme into the house of bodies and there coupled with Edondurath. O these two were the nations
of men born, out of the flesh of Edondurath, out of Edondurath's wonb. The nane of the other, the
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younger brother, the father, his name is not known.

Each of the children born to them had a piece of darkness that followed hi mabout wherever he went
by daylight. Edondurath said, "Wy are ny sons foll owed thus by darkness?" H s kemrering said,
"Because they were born in the house of flesh, therefore death follows at their heels. They are in
the mddle of tinme. In the beginning there was the sun and the ice, and there was no shadow. I|n
the end when we are done, the sun will devour itself and shadow will eat light, and there will be
nothing left but the ice and the darkness."

18. On the Ice

SOMETIMESas | amfalling asleep in a dark, quiet room| have for a nonent a great and treasurable
illusion of the past. The wall of a tent |eans up over ny face, not visible but audible, a
slanting plane of faint sound: the susurrus of blown snow. Nothing can be seen. The |ight-eni ssion
of the Chabe stove is cut off, and it exists only as a sphere of heat, a heart of warmth. The
fai nt danpness and confining cling of my sleeping-bag; the sound of the snow, barely audible,
Estraven's breathing as he sleeps; darkness. Nothing else. W are inside, the two of us, in
shelter, at rest, at the center of all things. Qutside, as always, lies the great darkness, the
cold, death's solitude.

In such fortunate noments as | fall asleep | know beyond doubt what the real center of nmy own life
is, that time which is past and |ost and yet is permanent, the enduring nonent, the heart of
war nt h.

I amnot trying to say that | was happy, during those weeks of hauling a sl edge across an ice-

sheet in the dead of winter. | was hungry, overstrained, and often anxious, and it all got worse
the longer it went on. | certainly wasn't happy. Happiness has to do with reason, and only reason
earns it. Wat | was given was the thing you can't earn, and can't keep, and often don't even
recogni ze at the tinme; | nean joy.

| always woke up first, usually before daylight. My netabolic rate is slightly over the Gethenian
norm as are ny height and wei ght; Estraven had figured these differences into the food-ration
cal cul ations, in his scrupul ous way whi ch one could see as either housewifely or scientific, and
fromthe start | had had a couple of ounces nore food per day than he. Protests of injustice fell
silent before the self-evident justice of this unequal division. However divided, the share was

small. | was hungry, constantly hungry, daily hungrier. | woke up because | was hungry.
If it was still dark | turned up the light of the Chabe stove, and put a pan of ice brought in the
ni ght before, now thawed, on the stove to boil. Estraven neanwhil e engaged in his customary fierce

and silent struggle with sleep, as if he westled with an angel. Wnning, he sat up, stared at ne
vaguel y, shook his head, and woke. By the tine we were dressed and booted and had the bags rolled
up, breakfast was ready: a nug of boiling hot orsh, and one cube of gichy-nichy expanded by hot
water into a sort of small, doughy bun. W chewed slowy, solemly, retrieving all dropped crunbs.
The stove cooled as we ate. W packed it up with the pan and nugs, pulled on our hooded overcoats
and our mittens, and crawl ed out into the open air. The coldness of it was perpetually incredible.
Every norning | had to believe it all over again. If one had been outside to relieve oneself

al ready, the second exit was only harder

Sonetines it was snow ng; sonetines the long light of early day |lay wonderfully gold and bl ue
across the mles of ice; nost often it was gray.

We brought the thernoneter into the tent with us, nights, and when we took it outside it was
interesting to watch the pointer swing to the right (Gethenian dials read counterclockw se) al nost
too fast to follow, registering a drop of twenty, fifty, eighty degrees, till it stopped sonewhere
bet ween zero and *60°.

One of us collapsed the tent and folded it while the other | oaded stove, bags, etc. onto the

sl edge; the tent was strapped over all, and we were ready for skis and harness. Little netal was
used in our straps and fittings, but the harnesses had buckles of alum numalloy, too fine to
fasten with nittens on, which burned in that cold exactly as if they were redhot. | had to be very

careful of ny fingers when the tenperature was bel ow mnus twenty, especially if the wind blew,
for I could pick up a frosthite amazingly fast. My feet never suffered-and that is a factor of
maj or inportance, in a winter-journey where an hour's exposure can, after all, cripple one for a
week or for life. Estraven had had to guess ny size and the snowboots he got nme were a little

| arge, but extra socks filled the discrepancy. We put on our skis, got into harness as quick as
possi bl e, bucked and pried and jolted the sledge free if its runners were frozen in, and set off.
Mor ni ngs after heavy snowfall we m ght have to spend sone while digging out the tent and sl edge
before we could set off. The new snow was not hard to shovel away, though it nade great inpressive
drifts around us, who were, after all, the only inpedinent for hundreds of miles, the only thing
sticki ng out above the ice.

We pul | ed eastward by the conpass. The usual direction of the wind was north to south, off the
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glacier. Day after day it blew fromour left as we went. The hood did not suffice against that
wind, and | wore a facial mask to protect ny nose and |l eft cheek. Even so ny left eye froze shut
one day, and | thought | had | ost the use of it: even when Estraven thawed it open with breath and
tongue, | could not see with it for sone while, so probably nore had been frozen than the |ashes.
In sunlight both of us wore the Gethenian slit-screen eyeshields, and neither of us suffered any
snow bl i ndness. We had small opportunity. The Ice, as Estraven had said, tends to hold a high-
pressure zone above its central area, where thousands of square niles of white reflect the
sunlight. W were not in this central zone, however, but at best on the edge of it, between it and
the zone of turbulent, deflected, precipitation-laden storns that it sends continually to tornment
the subgl acial |ands. Wnd from due north brought bare, bright weather, but from northeast or
northwest it brought snow, or harrowed up dry fallen snow into blinding, biting clouds |ike sand
or dust-storns, or else, sinking alnost to nothing, crept in sinuous trails along the surface,

| eaving the sky white, the air white, no visible sun, no shadow. and the snow itself, the Ice,

di sappeared from under our feet. Around nidday we would halt, and cut and set up a few bl ocks of
ice for a protective wall if the wind was strong. W heated water to soak a cube of gichy-nichy
in, and drank the water hot, sonetines with a bit of sugar nelted in it; harnessed up again and
went on. W seldomtal ked while on the march or at lunch, for our |lips were sore, and when one's
mout h was open the cold got inside, hurting teeth and throat and lungs; it was necessary to keep
the mouth cl osed and breathe through the nose, at |east when the air was forty or fifty degrees
bel ow freezing. Wen it went on |lower than that, the whole breathing process was further
conplicated by the rapid freezing of one's exhaled breath; if you didn't |ook out your nostrils
m ght freeze shut, and then to keep from suffocating you would gasp in a |ungful of razors.

Under certain conditions our exhal ations freezing instantly made a tiny crackling noise, |ike
di stant firecrackers, and a shower of crystals: each breath a snowstorm
We pulled till we were tired out or till it began to grow dark, halted, set up the tent, pegged

down the sledge if there was threat of high wind, and settled in for the night. On a usual day we
woul d have pulled for eleven or twelve hours, and nade between twel ve and ei ghteen mles.

It does not seema very good rate, but then conditions were a bit adverse. The crust of the snow
was seldomright for both skis and sl edge-runners. Wen it was |light and new the sl edge ran
through rather than over it; when it was partly hardened, the sledge would stick but we on skis
woul d not, which neant that we were perpetually being pulled up backward with a jolt; and when it
was hard it was often heaped up in |ong w nd-waves, sastrugi, that in some places ran up to four
feet high. W had to haul the sledge up and over each knife-edged or fantastically corniced top
then slide her down, and up over the next one: for they never seenmed to run parallel to our

course. | had inmagined the Gobrin Ice Plateau to be all one sheet |like a frozen pond, but there
were hundreds of miles of it that were rather |ike an abruptly frozen, stormraised sea.

The busi ness of setting up canp, making everything secure, getting all the clinging snow off one's
outer clothing, and so on, was trying. Sonetines it did not seemwrthwhile. It was so late, so
cold, one was so tired, that it would be nmuch easier to lie down in a sleeping-bag in the | ee of
the sl edge and not bother with the tent. | remenber how clear this was to ne on certain eveni ngs,
and how bitterly | resented ny conpanion's nethodical, tyrannical insistence that we do everything
and do it correctly and thoroughly. | hated himat such tinmes, with a hatred that rose strai ght up
out of the death that lay within nmy spirit. | hated the harsh, intricate, obstinate demands that
he nmade on nme in the nane of life. Wen all was done we could enter the tent, and al nost at once
the heat of the Chabe stove could be felt as an envel opi ng, protecting anbiance. A nmarvel ous thing
surrounded us: warnth. Death and cold were el sewhere, outside.

Hatred was al so left outside. W ate and drank. After we ate, we tal ked. Wen the cold was
extrenme, even the excellent insulation of the tent could not keep it out, and we lay in our bags
as close to the stove as possible. Alittle fur of frost gathered on the inner surface of the
tent. To open the valve was to let in a draft of cold that instantly condensed, filling the tent
with a swirling mst of fine snow. Wen there was blizzard, needles of icy air blew in through the
vents, elaborately protected as they were, and an inpal pabl e dust of snow notes fogged the air. On
those nights the storm nade an incredible noise, and we could not converse by voice, unless we
shouted with our heads together. On other nights it was still, with such a stillness as one

i magi nes as existing before the stars began to form or after everything has perished.

Wthin an hour after our evening meal Estraven turned the stove down, if it was feasible to do so,
and turned the |light-emission off. As he did so he nurnured a short and charning grace of

i nvocation, the only ritual words | had ever |earned of the Handdara: "Praise then darkness and
Creation unfinished," he said, and there was darkness. W slept. In the norning it was all to do
over. W did it over for fifty days. Estraven kept up his journal, though during the weeks on the
Ice he seldomwote nore than a note of the weather and the distance we had conme that day. Anpng
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these notes there is occasional mention of his own thoughts or of some of our conversation, but
not a word concerning the profounder conversation between us which occupi ed our rest between

di nner and sl eep on many nights of the first nonth on the Ice, while we still had enough energy to
talk, and on certain days that we spent stormbound in the tent. | told himthat | was not

forbi dden, but not expected, to use paraverbal speech on a non-Ally planet, and asked himto keep
what he learned fromhis own people, at least until | could discuss what | had done with ny

col | eagues on the ship. He assented, and kept his word. He never said or wote anything concerning
our silent conversations.

M ndspeech was the only thing | had to give Estraven, out of all nmy civilization, ny alien reality
in which he was so profoundly interested. | could talk and describe endl essly; but that was all
had to give. Indeed it may be the only inportant thing we have to give to Wnter. But | can't say
that gratitude was ny notive for infringing on the Law of Cultural Enbargo. | was not paying ny
debt to him Such debts remain owing. Estraven and | had sinply arrived at the point where we
shared what ever we had that was worth sharing.

| expect it will turn out that sexual intercourse is possible between Gethenian doubl e-sexed and
Hai ni sh- nor m one- sexed hunman bei ngs, though such intercourse will inevitably be sterile. It
remains to be proved; Estraven and | proved nothing except perhaps a rather subtler point. The
nearest to crisis that our sexual desires brought us was on a night early in the journey, our
second night up on the Ice. W had spent all day struggling and back-tracking in the cut-up
crevassed area east of the Fire-Hlls. W were tired that evening but elated, sure that a clear
course woul d soon open out ahead. But after dinner Estraven grew taciturn, and cut ny talk off

short. | said at last after a direct rebuff, "Harth, 1've said sonething wong again, please tell
me what it is." He was silent.
"I''"ve made sonme mistake in shifgrethor. I'"'msorry; | can't learn. |'ve never even really

under st ood t he nmeani ng of the word."

"Shifgrethor? It comes froman old word forshadow ." W were both silent for alittle, and then he
| ooked at ne with a direct, gentle gaze. His face in the reddish |ight was as soft, as vul nerabl e,
as renote as the face of a wonman who | ooks at you out of her thoughts and does not speak

And | saw then again, and for good, what | had al ways been afraid to see, and had pretended not to
see in him that he was a woman as well as a man. Any need to explain the sources of that fear

vani shed with the fear; what | was left with was, at last, acceptance of himas he was. Until then
I had rejected him refused himhis own reality. He had been quite right to say that he, the only
person on Gethen who trusted ne, was the only Gethenian | distrusted. For he was the only one who
had entirely accepted me as a human being: who had |iked ne personally and given ne entire
personal loyalty: and who therefore had demanded of ne an equal degree of recognition, of
acceptance. | had not been willing to give it. | had been afraid to give it. | had not wanted to
give ny trust, ny friendship to a man who was a wonan, a wonan who was a man.

He explained, stiffly and sinply, that he was in kemmer and had been trying to avoid ne, insofar

as one of us could avoid the other. "I must not touch you," he said, with extrene constraint;
sayi ng that he | ooked away.
| said, "I understand. | agree conpletely."

For it seemed to ne, and | think to him that it was fromthat sexual tension between us, adnmitted
now and understood, but not assuaged, that the great and sudden assurance of friendship between us
rose: a friendship so much needed by us both in our exile, and already so well proved in the days
and nights of our bitter journey, that it mght as well be called, now as later, love. But it was
fromthe difference between us, not fromthe affinities and |ikenesses, but fromthe difference,
that that | ove cane: and it was itself the bridge, the only bridge, across what divided us. For us
to neet sexually would be for us to neet once nore as aliens. W had touched, in the only way we
could touch. We left it at that. | do not know if we were right.

W tal ked some nore that night, and | recall being very hard put to it to answer coherently when
he asked me what wonen were like. W were both rather stiff and cautious with each other for the
next couple of days. A profound | ove between two people involves, after all, the power and chance
of doing profound hurt. It would never have occurred to ne before that night that | could hurt
Estraven.

Now that the barriers were down, the linmitation, in ny ternms, of our converse and understanding
seermed intolerable to me. Quite soon, two or three nights later, | said to ny conpanion as we
finished our dinner-a special treat, sugared kadi k-porridge, to celebrate a twenty-mle run-"Last
spring, that night in the Corner Red Dwnelling, you said you wished 1'd tell you nore about

par aver bal speech."

"Yes, | did."

"Do you want to see if | can teach you how to speak it?"
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He | aughed. "You want to catch nme |lying."
"If you ever lied to ne, it was long ago, and in another country."

He was an honest person, but rarely a direct one. That tickled him and he said, "In another
country | may tell you other lies. But | thought you were forbidden to teach your m nd-science
to... the natives, until we join the Ekunen."

"Not forbidden. It's not done. I'Il do it, though, if you like. And if | can. |I'mno Educer."

"There are special teachers of the skill?"

"Yes. Not on Alterra, where there's a high occurrence of natural sensitivity, and-they say-nothers
m ndspeak to their unborn babies. | don't know what the babies answer. But nost of us have to be
taught, as if it were a foreign language. Or rather as if it were our native |anguage, but |earned
very late."

I think he understood ny notive in offering to teach himthe skill, and he wanted very nuch to
learn it. W had a go at it. | recalled what | could of how | had been educed, at age twelve. |
told himto clear his mind, let it be dark. This he did, no doubt, nore pronptly and thoroughly
than | ever had done: he was an adept of the Handdara, after all. Then | mindspoke to him as
clearly as | could. No result. W tried it again. Since one cannot bespeak until one has been
bespoken, until the telepathic potentiality has been sensitized by one clear reception, | had to
get through to himfirst. |I tried for half an hour, till | felt hoarse of brain. He | ooked
crestfallen. "I thought it would be easy for me," he confessed. W were both tired out, and call ed
the attenpt off for the night.

Qur next efforts were no nore successful. | tried sending to Estraven while he slept, recalling
what my Educer had told ne about the occurrence of "dream nessages” anong pre-tel epathic peoples,
but it did not work.

"Perhaps ny species |acks the capacity," he said. "W have enough runors and hints to have nmade up
a word for the power, but | don't know of any proven instances of telepathy anong us."

"So it was with my people for thousands of years. A few natural Sensitives, not conprehending
their gift, and | acking anyone to receive fromor send to. All the rest latent, if that. You know
I told you that except in the case of the born Sensitive, the capacity, though it has a
physi ol ogi cal basis, is a psychol ogical one, a product of culture, a side-effect of the use of the
nm nd. Young children, and defectives, and nenbers of un-evolved or regressed societies, can't

m ndspeak. The mind rmust exist on a certain plane of conmplexity first. You can't build up ami no
aci ds out of hydrogen atons; a good deal of conplexifying has to take place first: the sane
situation. Abstract thought, varied social interaction, intricate cultural adjustnents, esthetic
and et hical perception, all of it has to reach a certain |evel before the connections can be nade-
before the potentiality can be touched at all."

"Per haps we Gethenians haven't attained that |evel."

"You're far beyond it. But luck is involved. As in the creation of amno acids... O to take

anal ogi es on the cultural plane-only anal ogies, but they illuninate-the scientific nmethod, for

i nstance, the use of concrete, experinmental techniques in science. There are peoples of the Ekumen
who possess a high culture, a conplex society, philosophies, arts, ethics, a high style and a
great achievenent in all those fields; and yet they have never |learned to weigh a stone
accurately. They can learn how, of course. Only for half a mllion years they never did... There
are peopl es who have no higher mathermatics at all, nothing beyond the sinplest applied arithnetic.
Every one of themis capable of understanding the cal culus, but not one of them does or ever has.
As a matter of fact, my own people, the Terrans, were ignorant until about three thousand years
ago of the uses of zero." That nade Estraven blink. "As for Gethen, what |'mcurious about is

whet her the rest of us may find ourselves to have the capacity for Foretelling-whether this too is

a part of the evolution of the mind-if you'll teach us the techniques."
"You think it a useful acconplishnment?"
"Accurat e prophecy? Well, of course!-"

"You m ght have to cone to believe that it's a useless one, in order to practice it."

"Your Handdara fascinates nme, Harth, but now and then | wonder if it isn't sinply paradox

devel oped into a way of life..."

We tried m ndspeech again. | had never before sent repeatedly to a total non-receiver. The

experi ence was di sagreeable. | began to feel |like an atheist praying. Presently Estraven yawned
and said, "I amdeaf, deaf as a rock. We'd better sleep." | assented. He turned out the light,
murmuring his brief praise of darkness; we burrowed down into our bags, and within a nminute or two
he was sliding into sleep as a swmmer slides into dark water. | felt his sleep as if it were ny
own: the enpathic bond was there, and once nore | bespoke him sleepily, by his name-"Therem "

He sat bolt upright, for his voice rang out above ne in the blackness, loud. "Arek! is that you?"
"No: Genly Ai: |I am bespeaking you."
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H's breath caught. Silence. He funmbled with the Chabe stove, turned up the light, stared at ne
with his dark eyes full of fear. "I dreamed,” he said, "I thought I was at hone-"

"You heard ne m ndspeak.”

"You called ne- It was ny brother. It was his voice | heard. He's dead. You called nme-you called
me Theren®? |... This is nore terrible than |I had thought." He shook his head, as a man will do to
shake of f nightnmare, and then put his face in his hands.

"Harth, |I'mvery sorry-"

"No, call nme by my nane. |If you can speak inside nmy skull with a dead man's voice then you can
call ne by ny nanme! Wul dhe have called nme "Harth'? Ch, | see why there's no lying in this

m ndspeech. It is a terrible thing... Al right. Al right, speak to nme again."

"Wait."

"No. Go on."

Wth his fierce, frightened gaze on ne | bespoke him "Therem ny friend, there's nothing to fear
bet ween us."

He kept on staring at ne, so that | thought he had not understood; but he had. "Ah, but there is,"”
he said.

After a while, controlling hinself, he said calmMy, "You spoke in my |anguage."

"Well, you don't know mnine."

"You said there would be words, | know. .. Yet | imagined it as-an understanding-"

"Enpat hy' s anot her gane, though not unconnected. It gave us the connection tonight. But in

m ndspeech proper, the speech centers of the brain are activated, as well as-"

"No, no, no. Tell me that later. Wiy do you speak in my brother's voice?" H's voice was strained

"That | can't answer. | don't know Tell ne about him"

"Nusuth...M full brother, Arek Harth remir Es-traven. He was a year older than |I. He would have
been Lord of Estre. We... | left home, you know, for his sake. He has been dead fourteen years."
We were both silent for sonme tine. | could not know, or ask, what |ay behind his words: it had
cost himtoo much to say the little he had said.

| said at |ast, "Bespeak nme, Therem Call ne by ny nanme."” | knew he could: the rapport was there,
or as the experts have it, the phases were consonant, and of course he had as yet no idea of how
to raise the barrier voluntarily. Had | been a Listener, | could have heard hi mthink

"No," he said. "Never. Not yet..."

But no anobunt of shock, awe, terror could restrain that insatiable, outreaching nmind for |ong.
After he had cut out the light again | suddenly heard his stamrer in ny inward hearing-"Genry-"
Even m ndspeaki ng he never could say "I" properly.

| replied at once. In the dark he made an inarticulate sound of fear that had in it a slight edge
of satisfaction. "No nmore, no nore," he said aloud. After a while we got to sleep at |ast.

It never cane easy to him Not that he lacked the gift or could not develop the skill, but it

di sturbed hi m profoundly, and he could not take it for granted. He quickly learned to set up the
barriers, but 1'mnot sure he felt he could count on them Perhaps all of us were so, when the
first Educers cane back centuries ago from Rokanon's Wrld teaching the "Last Art" to us. Perhaps
a Gethenian, being singularly conplete, feels telepathic speech as a violation of conpleteness, a
breach of integrity hard for himto tolerate. Perhaps it was Estraven's own character, in which
candor and reserve were both strong: every word he said rose out of a deeper silence. He heard ny
voi ce bespeaking himas a dead man's, his brother's voice. | did not know what, besides |ove and
death, lay between himand that brother, but |I knew that whenever | bespoke him something in him
wi nced away as if | touched a wound. So that intimacy of mnd established between us was a bond,

i ndeed, but an obscure and austere one, not so much admitting further light (as | had expected it
to) as showi ng the extent of the darkness.

And day after day we crept on eastward over the plain of ice. The midpoint in tine of our journey
as planned, the thirty-fifth day, Odorny Anner, found us far short of our hal fway point in space
By the sl edge-neter we had i ndeed travel ed about four hundred mniles, but probably only three-
quarters of that was real forward gain, and we could estinate only very roughly how far stil

remai ned to go. W had spent days, mles, rations in our long struggle to get up onto the Ice.

Estraven was not so worried as | by the hundreds of miles that still |ay ahead of us. "The sl edge
is lighter," he said. "Towards the end it will be still lighter; and we can cut rations, if
necessary. W have been eating very well, you know. "

| thought he was being ironic, but | should have known better.

On the fortieth day and the two succeeding we were snowed in by a blizzard. During these |ong
hours of lying blotto in the tent Estraven slept al nost continuously, and ate nothing, though he
drank orsh or sugar-water at nealtinmes. He insisted that | eat, though only half-rations. "You
have no experience in starvation," he said.
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I was hum liated. "How much have you-Lord of a Domain, and Prinme M nister-?"

"CGenry, we practice privation until we're experts at it. | was taught how to starve as a child at
home in Estre, and by the Handdarata in Rotherer Fastness. | got out of practice in Erhenrang,
true enough, but | began making up for it in Mshnory... Please do as | say, ny friend; | know

what |' m doing."

He did, and | did.

W went on for four nmore days of very bitter cold, never above *£25°, and then came anot her
blizzard whooping up in our faces fromthe east on a gale wind. Wthin two nminutes of the first
strong gusts the snow blew so thick that | could not see Estraven six feet away. | had turned ny
back on himand the sledge and the plastering, blinding, suffocating snowin order to get ny
breath, and when a mnute later |I turned around he was gone. The sl edge was gone. Nothi ng was
there. | took a few steps to where they had been and felt about. | shouted, and could not hear ny
own voice. | was deaf and alone in a universe filled solid with small stinging gray streaks. |

pani cked and began to blunder forward, mindcalling frantically, "Therem"

Ri ght under ny hand, kneeling, he said, "Come on, give me a hand with the tent."

I did so, and never nmentioned ny mnute of panic. No need to.

This blizzard |asted two days; there were five days lost, and there would be nore. N mmer and
Anner are the nonths of the great storns.

"We're beginning to cut it rather fine, aren't we," | said one night as | measured out our gichy-
mchy ration and put it to soak in hot water.

He | ooked at nme. His firm broad face showed weight-loss in deep shadows under the cheekbones, his
eyes were sunken and his nouth sorely chapped and cracked. God knows what | | ooked |ike, when he

| ooked like that. He smled. "Wth luck we shall make it, and w thout |uck we shall not."

It was what he had said fromthe start. Wth all ny anxieties, ny sense of taking a | ast desperate
ganbl e, and so on, | had not been realistic enough to believe him Even now | thought, Surely when
we' ve worked so hard-

But the Ice did not know how hard we worked. Why should it? Proportion is kept.

"How i s your luck running, TherenP?" | said at |ast.

He did not snmile at that. Nor did he answer. Only after a while he said, "I've been thinking about
themall, down there."Down there, for us, had come to nean the south, the world bel ow the plateau
of ice, the region of earth, nen, roads, cities, all of which had becone hard to imagine as really
exi sting. "You know that | sent word to the king concerning you, the day | left Mshnory. | told
hi m what Shusgis told me, that you were going to be sent to Pulefen Farm At the time | wasn't
clear as to ny intent, but nerely followed ny inpulse. | have thought the inpul se through, since

Sonething like this may happen: The king will see a chance to play shifgrethor. Tibe will advise
against it, but Argaven should be growing a little tired of Tibe by now, and nmay ignore his
counsel . He will inquire. Were is the Envoy, the guest of Karhide? -Mshnory will lie. He died of
horm fever this autum, nost |anmentable. -Then how does it happen that we are informed by our own
Enbassy that he's in Pulefen Farn? -He's not there, |ook for yourselves. -No, no, of course not,
we accept the word of the Conmensals of Orgoreyn... But a few weeks after these exchanges, the
Envoy appears in North Karhide, having escaped from Pul efen Farm Consternation in M shnory,

i ndignation in Erhenrang. Loss of face for the Conmensal s, caught lying. You will be a treasure, a
| ong-1ost hearth-brother, to King Argaven, Genry. For a while. You nmust send for your Star Ship at
once, at the first chance you get. Bring your people to Karhide and acconplish your nission, at
once, before Argaven has had tinme to see the possible eneny in you, before Tibe or some other
councillor frightens himonce nore, playing on his nadness. If he rmakes the bargain with you, he
will keep it. To break it would be to break his own shifgrethor. The Harge kings keep their

promi ses. But you nust act fast, and bring the Ship down soon."

"I will, if | receive the slightest sign of welcone."

"No: forgive nmy advising you, but you must not wait for welcome. You will be welcomed, | think. So
will the Ship. Karhide has been sorely hunbled this past half-year. You will give Argaven the
chance to turn the tables. | think he will take the chance."

"Very well. But you, nmeanwhile-"

"I am Estraven the Traitor. | have nothing whatever to do with you."

"At first."

"At first," he agreed.

"You'll be able to hide out, if there is danger at first?"

"Ch yes, certainly."

Qur food was ready, and we fell to. Eating was so inportant and engrossing a busi ness that we
never tal ked any nore while we ate; the taboo was nowin its conplete, perhaps its original form
not a word said till the last crunmb was gone. Wen it was, he said, "Well, | hope |'ve guessed

file:/lIG|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/Ur...%20-%20The%20Left%20Hand%200f%20Darkness.txt (81 of 96) [11/1/2004 12:06:22 AM]



file:///G)/Program%20Files/eMul e/l ncomi ng/Ursul a%20K .%20L eGuin%20-%20T he%20L eft%20Hand%200f%20Darkness.txt

well. You will... you do forgive..."

"Your giving nme direct advice?" | said, for there were certain things | had finally conme to
understand. "Of course | do, Therem Really, how can you doubt it? You know | have no shifgrethor
to waive." That anused him but he was still brooding.

"Way," he said at last, "why did you cone al one-why were you sent al one? Everything, still, wll
depend upon that ship comng. Wiy was it nmade so difficult for you, and for us?"

"I't's the Ekunmen's custom and there are reasons for it. Though in fact | begin to wonder if |'ve

ever understood the reasons. | thought it was for your sake that | canme al one, so obviously al one,
so vulnerable, that | could in nyself pose no threat, change no bal ance: not an invasion, but a
mere nessenger-boy. But there's nore to it than that. Alone, | cannot change your world. But | can
be changed by it. Alone, | nust listen, as well as speak. Alone, the relationship | finally make,
if I make one, is not inpersonal and not only political: it is individual, it is personal, it is
both nmore and less than political. Not W and They; not | and It; but | and Thou. Not politi cal

not pragmatic, but nystical. In a certain sense the Ekunen is not a body politic, but a body

mystic. It considers beginnings to be extrenely inportant. Beginnings, and neans. Its doctrine is
just the reverse of the doctrine that the end justifies the neans. It proceeds, therefore, by
subtl e ways, and sl ow ones, and queer, risky ones; rather as evolution does, which is in certain
senses its nodel... So | was sent alone, for your sake? O for ny own? | don't know. Yes, it has
made things difficult. But | mght ask you as profitably why you've never seen fit to invent

ai rborne vehicles? One small stolen airplane woul d have spared you and me a great deal of
difficulty!"

"How woul d it ever occur to a sane nman that he could fly?" Estraven said sternly. It was a fair
response, on a world where no living thing is winged, and the very angels of the Yomesh Hierarchy
of the Holy do not fly but only drift, wi ngless, down to earth like a soft snow falling, like the
wi ndborne seeds of that flowerless world.

Towards the niddle of Nimer, after nuch wind and bitter cold, we came into a quiet weather for
many days. If there was stormit was far south of us,down there, and we inside the blizzard had
only an all but w ndless overcast. At first the overcast was thin, so that the air was vaguely
radiant with an even, sourceless sunlight reflected fromboth clouds and snow, from above and
bel ow. Overnight the weather thickened somewhat. All brightness was gone, |eaving nothing. W
stepped out of the tent onto nothing. Sledge and tent were there, Estraven stood beside ne, but
neither he nor | cast any shadow. There was dull light all around, everywhere. \Wen we wal ked on
the crisp snow no shadow showed the footprint. We left no track. Sledge, tent, hinself, nyself:
nothing else at all. No sun, no sky, no horizon, no world. A whitish-gray void, in which we
appeared to hang. The illusion was so conplete that | had troubl e keeping nmy bal ance. My inner
ears were used to confirmation fromny eyes as to how | stood; they got none; | mght as well be
blind. It was all right while we | oaded up, but hauling, w th nothing ahead, nothing to | ook at,
nothing for the eye to touch, as it were, it was at first disagreeable and then exhausting. W
were on skis, on a good surface of firn, wthout sastrugi, and solid-that was certain-for five or
si x thousand feet down. W shoul d have been maki ng good tinme. But we kept slow ng down, groping
our way across the totally unobstructed plain, and it took a strong effort of will to speed up to
a normal pace. Every slight variation in the surface cane as a jolt-as in clinbing stairs, the
unexpected stair or the expected but absent stair-for we could not see it ahead: there was no
shadow to show it. We skied blind with our eyes open. Day after day was like this, and we began to
shorten our hauls, for by md-afternoon both of us would be sweating and shaking with strain and
fatigue. | canme to long for snow, for blizzard, for anything; but norning after norning we cane
out of the tent into the void, the white weather, what Estraven called the Un-shadow.

One day about noon, Gdorny Ninmer, the sixty-first day of the journey, that bland blind

not hi ngness about us began to flow and withe. | thought ny eyes were fooling nme, as they had been
doing often, and paid scant attention to the di mmeani ngl ess commotion of the air until, suddenly,
I caught a glinpse of a small, wan, dead sun overhead. And | ooking down fromthe sun, straight
ahead, | saw a huge bl ack shape conme hul king out of the void towards us. Black tentacles withed
upwards, groping out. | stopped dead in ny tracks, slew ng Estraven around on his skis, for we
were both in harness hauling. "Wat is it?"

He stared at the dark nonstrous forms hidden in the fog, and said at last, "The crags... It mnust

be Esherhoth Crags." And pulled on. W were nmiles fromthe things, which | had taken to be al nost
within armis reach. As the white weather turned to a thick low mist and then cleared off, we saw
them plainly before sunset: nunataks, great scored and ravaged pinnacles of rock jutting up out of
the ice, no nore of them showi ng than shows of an iceberg above the sea: cold drowned nountains,
dead for eons.

They showed us to be sonewhat north of our shortest course, if we could trust the ill-drawn map
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that was all we had. The next day we turned for the first time a little south of east.

19. Honecom ng

I N A DARKwi ndy weat her we sl ogged along, trying to find encouragenent in the sighting of Esherhoth
Crags, the first thing not ice or snow or sky that we had seen for seven weeks. On the map they
were marked as not far fromthe Shenshey Bogs to the south, and from Guthen Bay to the east. But
it was not a trustworthy nmap of the Gobrin area. And we were getting very tired

We were nearer the southern edge of the Gobrin dacier than the nap i ndicated, for we began to
meet pressure-ice and crevasses on the second day of our turn southward. The Ice was not so
upheaved and tornmented as in the Fire-Hlls region, but it was rotten. There were sunken pits
acres across, probably lakes in sumer; false floors of snow that m ght subside with a huge gasp
all around you into the air-pocket a foot deep beneath; areas all slit and pocked with little

hol es and crevasses; and, nore and nore often, there were big crevasses, old canyons in the |lce,
some wi de as nountain gorges and others only two or three feet across, but deep. On Gdyrny N nmer
(by Estraven's journal, for | kept none) the sun shone clear with a strong north wind. As we ran
the sl edge across the snow bridges over narrow crevasses we could | ook down to left or right into
bl ue shafts and abysses in which bits of ice dislodged by the runners fell with a vast, faint,
delicate nusic, as if silver wires touched thin crystal planes, falling. | renmenber the racy,
dreany, |ight-headed pleasure of that nmorning's haul in the sunlight over the abysses. But the sky
began to whiten, the air to grow thick; shadows faded, blue drained out of the sky and snow. W
were not alert to the danger of white weather on such a surface. As the ice was heavily

corrugated, | was pushing while Estraven pulled; | had my eyes on the sl edge and was shovi ng away,
m nd on nothing but how best to shove, when all at once the bar was nearly wenched out of ny grip
as the sl edge shot forward in a sudden lunge. | held on by instinct and shouted "Hey!" to Estraven

to sl ow himdown, thinking he had speeded up on a snmooth patch. But the sl edge stopped dead,
tilted nose-down, and Estraven was not there.

| alnost let go the sledge-bar to go look for him It was pure luck that | did not. | held on
while | stared stupidly about for him and so | sawthe |ip of the crevasse, made visible by the
shifting and droppi ng of another section of the broken snow bridge. He had gone right down feet-
first, and nothing kept the sledge fromfollowi ng himbut ny weight, which held the rear third of
the runners still on solid ice. It kept tipping a little farther nose-downward, pulled by his

wei ght as he hung in harness in the pit.

| brought my weight down on the rear-bar and pulled and rocked and | evered t he sl edge back away
fromthe edge of the crevasse. It did not come easy. But | threw my weight hard on the bar and
tugged until it began grudgingly to nove, and then slid abruptly right away fromthe crevasse.
Estraven had got his hands onto the edge, and his wei ght now ai ded nme. Scranbling, dragged by the
harness, he came up over the edge and col | apsed face down on the ice.

I knelt by himtrying to unbuckle his harness, alarnmed by the way he spraw ed there, passive
except for the great gasping rise and fall of his chest. His |lips were cyanotic, one side of his
face was bruised and scraped.

He sat up unsteadily and said in a whistling whisper, "Blue-all blue- Towers in the depths-"
"What ?"

"I'n the crevasse. Al blue-full of light."

"Are you all right?"

He started rebuckling his harness.

"You go ahead-on the rope-with the stick," he gasped. "Pick the route.”

For hours one of us hauled while the other guided, mncing along like a cat on eggshells, sounding
every step in advance with the stick. In the white weather one could not see a crevasse until one
could |l ook dowmn into it-a little late, for the edges overhung, and were not always solid. Every
footfall was a surprise, a drop or a jolt. No shadows. An even, white, soundl ess sphere: we noved

along inside a huge frosted-glass ball. There was nothing inside the ball, and nothing was outside
it. But there were cracks in the glass. Probe and step, probe and step. Probe for the invisible
cracks through which one mght fall out of the white glass ball, and fall, and fall, and fall..

An unrel axable tension little by little took hold of all my nuscles. It becanme exceedi ngly
difficult to take even one nore step

"What's up, Genry?"

| stood there in the middle of nothing. Tears cane out and froze ny eyelids together. | said, "I'm
afraid of falling."

"But you're on the rope," he said. Then, conming up and seeing that there was no crevasse anywhere
vi sible, he saw what was up and said, "Pitch canp."

"I't's not tine yet, we ought to go on."

He was al ready unl ashing the tent.
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Later on, after we had eaten, he said, "It was tinme to stop. | don't think we can go this way. The
Ice seens to drop off slowy, and will be rotten and crevassed all the way. If we could see, we
could make it: but not in unshadow. "

"But then how do we get down onto the Shenshey Bogs?"

"Well, if we keep east again instead of trending south, we m ght be on sound ice clear to Guthen
Bay. | saw the Ice once froma boat on the Bay in sumer. It cones up against the Red Hills, and
feeds down in ice-rivers to the Bay. If we cane down one of those glaciers we could run due south
on the sea-ice to Karhide, and so enter at the coast rather than the border, which mght be
better. It will add some mles to our way, though- sonething between twenty and fifty, | should
think. What's your opinion, Genry?"

"My opinionis that | can't go twenty nore feet so long as the white weather |asts."

"But if we get out of the crevassed area..."

"Ch, if we get out of the crevasses |'Il be fine. And if the sun ever cones out again, you get on
the sledge and 1'll give you a free ride to Karhide." That was typical of our attenpts at hunor,
at this stage of the journey; they were always very stupid, but sonetines they nmade the other
fellow smle. "There's nothing wong with ne," | went on, "except acute chronic fear."

"Fear's very useful. Like darkness; |ike shadows." Estraven's smle was an ugly split in a

peeling, cracked brown nmask, thatched with black fur and set with two flecks of black rock. "It's
queer that daylight's not enough. W need the shadows, in order to walk."

"G ve me your notebook a nmoment."

He had just noted down our day's journey and done sone cal cul ation of ml|eage and rations. He
pushed the little tablet and carbon-pencil around the Chabe stove to ne. On the blank |eaf glued
to the inner back cover | drew the double curve within the circle, and blacked the yin half of the
synbol , then pushed it back to ny conpanion. "Do you know that sign?"

He looked at it a long tine with a strange | ook, but he said, "No."

"It's found on Earth, and on Hai n-Davenant, and on Chiffewar. It is yin and yang.Light is the left
hand of darkness... how did it go? Light, dark. Fear, courage. Cold, warmh. Female, nmale. It is
yoursel f, Therem Both and one. A shadow on snow. "

The next day we trudged northeast through the white absence of everything until there were no

| onger any cracks in the floor of nothing: a day's haul. W were on 2/3 ration, hoping to keep the
| onger route fromrunning us right out of food. It seened to nme that it would not matter nuch if
it did, as the difference between little and nothing seemed a rather fine one. Estraven, however,
was on the track of his luck, follow ng what appeared to be hunch or intuition, but may have been
appl i ed experience and reasoning. W went east for four days, four of the |ongest hauls we had
made, eighteen to twenty niles a day, and then the quiet zero weather broke and went to pieces,
turning into a whirl, whirl, whirl of tiny snow particles ahead, behind, to the side, in the eyes,
a stormbeginning as the light died. We lay in the tent for three days while the blizzard yelled
at us, a three-day-long, wordless, hateful yell fromthe unbreathing |ungs.

“I't'll drive me to scream ng back," | said to Estraven in mndspeech, and he, with the hesitant
formality that marked his rapport: "No use. It will not listen."

We sl ept hour after hour, ate a little, tended our frosthites, inflammtions, and bruises,

m ndspoke, slept again. The three-day shriek died down into a gabbling, then a sobbing, then a
silence. Day broke. Through the opened door-valve the sky's brightness shone. It Iightened the
heart, though we were too rundown to be able to show our relief in alacrity or zest of novenent.
We broke canp-it took nearly two hours, for we crept about like two old nmen-and set off. The way

was downhill, an unm stakabl e slight grade; the crust was perfect for skis. The sun shone. The
t hernmoneter at mdnorni ng showed +10°. W seened to get strength fromgoing, and we went fast and
easy. W went that day till the stars cane out.

For dinner Estraven served out full rations. At that rate, we had enough for only seven days nore.
"The wheel turns," he said with serenity. "To nmake a good run, we've got to eat."

"Eat, drink, and be nmerry," said |I. The food had got me high. | laughed inordinately at my own
words. "All one-eating-drinking-nerrymeking. Can't have nerry w thout eats, can you?" This seened
to nme a nystery quite on a par with that of the yin-yang circle, but it did not last. Sonething in
Estraven's expression dispelled it. Then I felt like crying, but refrained. Estraven was not as
strong as | was, and it would not be fair, it nmight make himcry too. He was al ready asl eep: he
had fallen asleep sitting up, his bow on his lap. It was not like himto be so unnethodical. But
it was not a bad idea, sleep.

W woke rather late next norning, had a doubl e breakfast, and then got in harness and pulled our
Iight sledge right off the edge of the world.

Bel ow t he worl d's edge, which was a steep rubbly slope of white and red in a pallid noon |ight,
lay the frozen sea: the Bay of Guthen, frozen fromshore to shore and from Karhide clear to the
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Nort h Pol e.

To get down onto the sea-ice through the broken edges and shel ves and trenches of the Ice janmed
up anmongst the Red Hills took that afternoon and the next day. On that second day we abandoned our
sl edge. W nade up backpacks; with the tent as the nain bulk of one and the bags of the other, and
our food equally distributed, we had | ess than twenty-five pounds apiece to carry; | added the
Chabe stove to ny pack and still had under thirty. It was good to be rel eased fromforever pulling
and pushing and hauling and prying that sledge, and | said so to Estraven as we went on. He

gl anced back at the sledge, a bit of refuse in the vast tornent of ice and reddish rock. "It did
well," he said. Hs loyalty extended w thout disproportion to things, the patient, obstinate,
reliable things that we use and get used to, the things we live by. He nissed the sl edge. That
evening, the seventy-fifth of our journey, our fifty-first day on the pl ateau, Harhahad Anner, we
cane down off the Gobrin Ice onto the sea-ice of Guthen Bay. Again we traveled long and late, till
dark. The air was very cold, but clear and still, and the clean ice-surface, with no sledge to
pull, invited our skis. When we canped that night it was strange to think, |ying down, that under
us there was no longer a mle of ice, but a fewfeet of it, and then salt water. But we did not
spend much tinme thinking. W ate, and slept.

At dawn, again a clear day though terribly cold, below x40° at daybreak, we could | ook southward
and see the coastline, bulged out here and there with protruding tongues of glacier, fall away
southward alnost in a straight line. W followed it close inshore at first. A north wi nd hel ped us
along till we skied up abreast a valley-nouth between two high orange hills; out of that gorge
how ed a gal e that knocked us both off our feet. W scuttled farther east, out on the |level sea-

pl ain, where we could at |east stand up and keep going. "The Gobrin Ice has spewed us out of its
mout h, " | sai d.

The next day, the eastward curve of the coastline was plain, straight ahead of us. To our right
was Orgoreyn, but that blue curve ahead was Kar hi de.

On that day we used up the last grains of orsh, and the |ast few ounces of kadi k-germ we had |eft
now two pounds api ece of gichy-mchy, and six ounces of sugar

I cannot describe these |ast days of our journey very well, | find, because | cannot really
renenber them Hunger can hei ghten perception, but not when conbined with extrene fatigue;
suppose all ny senses were very nuch deadened. | renenber having hunger-cranps, but | don't

remenber suffering fromthem | had, if anything, a vague feeling all the time of |iberation, of
havi ng got beyond sonething, of joy; also of being terribly sleepy. W reached | and on the

twel fth, Posthe Anner, and cl anbered over a frozen beach and into the rocky, snowy desol ation of
the Gut hen Coast.

We were in Karhide. W had achieved our goal. It came near being an enpty achi evenent, for our
packs were enpty. W had a feast of hot water to celebrate our arrival. The next norning we got up
and set off to find a road, a settlement. It is a desolate region, and we had no map of it. What
roads there might be were under five or ten feet of snow, and we may have crossed several without
knowing it. There was no sign of cultivation. W strayed south and west that day, and the next,
and on the evening of the next, seeing a light shine on a distant hillside through the dusk and
thin falling snow, neither of us said anything for sone tine. W stood and stared. Finally ny
conpani on croaked, "lIs that a Iight?"

It was long after dark when we cane shanbling into a Karhidish village, one street between high-
roof ed dark houses, the snow packed and banked up to their winter-doors. W stopped at the hot-
shop, through the narrow shutters of which flowed, in cracks and rays and arrows, the yellow |ight
we had seen across the hills of winter. W opened the door and went in

It was Qdsordny Anner, the eighty-first day of our journey; we were el even days over Estraven's
proposed schedul e. He had estinated our food supply exactly: seventy-eight days' worth at the
outside. W had cone 840 niles, by the sledge-neter plus a guess for the |ast few days. Many of
those nmiles had been wasted in backtracking, and if we had really had eight hundred niles to cover
we shoul d never have made it; when we got a good map we figured that the di stance between Pul ef en
Farmand this village was | ess than 730 niles. Al those mles and days had been across a

housel ess, speechl ess desol ation: rock, ice, sky, and silence: nothing else, for eighty-one days,
except each ot her.

We entered into a big steam ng-hot bright-lit roomfull of food and the snmells of food, and people

and the voices of people. | caught hold of Estraven's shoulder. Strange faces turned to us,
strange eyes. | had forgotten there was anyone alive who did not [ook |ike Estraven. | was
terrified.

In fact it was rather a snmall room and the crowd of strangers in it was seven or eight people,
all of whomwere certainly as taken aback as | was for a while. Nobody cones to Kurkurast Donain
in mdwinter fromthe north at night. They stared, and peered, and all the voices had fallen
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silent.

Estraven spoke, a barely audible whisper. "W ask the hospitality of the Domain."

Noi se, buzz, confusion, alarm welcone.

"We cane over the Gobrin Ice."

More noi se, nore voices, questions; they crowded in on us.

"WIIl you look to nmy friend?"

I thought | had said it, but Estraven had. Somebody was meking ne sit down. They brought us food;
they | ooked after us, took us in, welconed us hone.

Beni ght ed, contentious, passionate, ignorant souls, countryfolk of a poor land, their generosity
gave a noble ending to that hard journey. They gave with both hands. No doling out, no counting
up. And so Estraven received what they gave us, as a lord anpong |lords or a beggar anong beggars, a
man anmong his own peopl e.

To those fishernen-villagers who live on the edge of the edge, on the extrene habitable linmt of a
barely habitabl e continent, honesty is as essential as food. They nust play fair with one another;
there's not enough to cheat with. Estraven knew this, and when after a day or two they got around
to asking, discreetly and indirectly, with due regard to shifgrethor, why we had chosen to spend a
wi nter ranbling on the Gobrin Ice, he replied at once, "Silence is not what | should choose, yet

it suits me better than alie."”

"I't's well known that honorable nen come to be outl awed, yet their shadow does not shrink," said

t he hot-shop cook, who ranked next to the village chief in consequence, and whose shop was a sort
of living-roomfor the whole Donain in wnter.

"One person may be outlawed in Karhide, another in Orgoreyn,"” said Estraven

"True; and one by his clan, another by the king in Erhenrang."”

"The king shortens no nman's shadow, though he may try," Estraven remarked, and the cook | ooked
satisfied. If Estraven's own clan had cast himout he would be a suspect character, but the king's
strictures were uninmportant. As for me, evidently a foreigner and so the one outlawed by Orgoreyn,
that was if anything to ny credit. W never told our names to our hosts in Kurkurast. Estraven was
very reluctant to use a fal se nane, and our true ones could not be avowed. It was, after all, a
crime to speak to Estraven, let alone to feed and clothe and house him as they did. Even a renpote
vill age of the Guthen Coast has radi o, and they could not have pleaded ignorance of the Order of
Exile; only real ignorance of their guest's identity night give them sonme excuse. Their

vul nerability weighed on Estraven's mnd, before | had even thought of it. On our third night
there he cane into ny roomto discuss our next nove. A Karhidish village is |like an ancient castle
of Earth in having few or no separate, private dwellings. Yet in the high, ranbling old buildings
of the Hearth, the Commerce, the Co-Donmmin (there was no Lord of Kurkurast) and the Quter-House,
each of the five hundred villagers could have privacy, even seclusion, in roons off those ancient
corridors with walls three feet thick. W had been given a room api ece, on the top floor of the
Hearth. | was sitting in nine beside the fire, a small, hot, heavy-scented fire of peat fromthe
Shenshey Bogs, when Estraven came in. He said.”

"We nmust soon be going on fromhere, Genry."

I renmenber himstanding there in the shadows of the firelit room barefoot and wearing nothing but
the | oose fur breeches the chief had given him In the privacy and what they consider the warnth
of their houses Karhiders often go half-clothed or naked. On our journey Estraven had lost all the
snoot h, conpact solidity that marks the Gethenian physique; he was gaunt and scarred, and his face
was burned by cold almpbst as by fire. He was a dark, hard, and yet elusive figure in the quick
restless light.

"Where to?"
"South and west, | think. Towards the border. Qur first job is to find you a radio transmitter
strong enough to reach your ship. After that, | nust find a hiding place, or else go back into

O goreyn for a while, to avoid bringing puni shnent on those who help us here."

"How wi I | you get back into Orgoreyn?"

"As | did before-cross the border. The Orgota have not hi ng agai nst ne."

"Where will we find a transmitter?"

"No nearer than Sassinoth."

I winced. He grinned.

"Not hi ng cl oser?"

"A hundred and fifty niles or so; we've conme farther over worse ground. There are roads all the
way; people will take us in; we may get a lift on a powersl edge."”

| assented, but | was depressed by the prospect of still another stage of our w nter-journey, and
this one not towards haven but back to that dammed border where Estraven m ght go back into exile,
| eavi ng me al one.
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| brooded over it and finally said, "There'|ll be one condition which Karhide nmust fulfill before
it can join the Ekunen. Argaven nust revoke your bani shment."

He said nothing, but stood gazing at the fire.

"I mean it," | insisted. "First things first."

"I thank you, Cenry," he said. Hi s voice, when he spoke very softly as now, did have much the
tinbre of a woman's voice, husky and unresonant. He | ooked at ne, gently, not smiling. "But I
haven't expected to see ny hone again for a long tine now |'ve been in exile for twenty years,

you know. This is not so nuch different, this banishment. I'Il |ook after nyself; and you | ook
after yourself, and your Ekunmen. That you nmust do alone. But all this is said too soon. Tell your
ship to cone down! Wen that's done, then I'Il think beyond it."

We stayed two nore days in Kurkurast, getting well fed and rested, waiting for a road-packer that
was due in fromthe south and would give us a lift when it went back again. Qur hosts got Estraven
to tell themthe whole tale of our crossing of the Ice. He told it as only a person of an oral -
literature tradition can tell a story, so that it becane a saga, full of traditional |ocutions and
even epi sodes, yet exact and vivid, fromthe sul phurous fire and dark of the pass between Drummer
and Drenegole to the scream ng gusts from nountai n-gaps that swept the Bay of Quthen; with comc

i nterludes, such as his fall into the crevasse, and nystical ones, when he spoke of the sounds and
silences of the Ice, of the shadow ess weather, of the night's darkness. | listened as fascinated
as all the rest, nmy gaze on ny friend' s dark face.

We | eft Kurkurast riding el bowjamed in the cab of a road-packer, one of the big powered vehicles
that rolls and packs down the snow on Karhidi sh roads, the main neans of keeping roads open in
wWinter, since to try to keep them pl owed cl ear woul d take half the kingdom s tinme and noney, and
all traffic is on runners in the winter anyway. The packer ground along at two mles an hour, and
brought us into the next village south of Kurkurast long after nightfall. There, as always, we
were wel comed, fed, and housed for the night; the next day we went on afoot. W were now | andward
of the coastal hills that take the brunt of the north wind off the Bay of Guthen, in a nore
heavily settled region, and so went not fromcanmp to canp but fromHearth to Hearth. A couple of
times we did get a lift on a power-sledge, once for thirty mles. The roads, despite frequent
heavy snowfall, were hard-packed and wel |l -nmarked. There was al ways food in our packs, put there by
the last night's hosts; there was always a roof and a fire at the end of the day's going.

Yet those eight or nine days of easy hiking and skiing through a hospitable | and were the hardest
and dreariest part of all our journey, worse than the ascent of the glacier, worse than the | ast
days of hunger. The saga was over, it belonged to the Ice. W were very tired. W were going the
wrong direction. There was no nore joy in us.

"Someti nes you nust go against the wheel's turn," Estraven said. He was as steady as ever, but in
his wal k, his voice, his bearing, vigor had been replaced by patience, and certainty by stubborn
resolve. He was very silent, nor would he mindspeak with me nuch.

We canme to Sassinoth. A town of several thousand, perched up on hills above the frozen Ey: roofs
white, walls gray, hills spotted black with forest and rock outcropping, fields and river white;
across the river the disputed Sinoth Valley, all white..

We cane there all but enpty-handed. Mdst of what remmined of our travel -equi pmrent we had given
away to various kindly hosts, and by now we had nothing but the Chabe stove, our skis, and the

cl othes we wore. Thus unburdened we nmade our way, asking directions a couple of tines, not into
the town but to an outlying farm It was a neager place, not part of a Domain but a single-farm
under the Sinoth Valley Adm nistration. Wen Estraven was a young secretary in that Administration
he had been a friend of the owner, and in fact had bought this farmfor him a year or two ago,
when he was hel ping people resettle east of the Ey in hopes of obviating dispute over the
ownership of the Sinoth Valley. The farmer hinself opened his door to us, a stocky soft-spoken nman
of about Estraven's age, H s name was Thessicher

Estraven had come through this region with hood pulled up and forward to hide his face. He feared
recognition, here. He hardly needed to; it took a keen eye to see Harth remir Estraven in the
thin weatherworn tranp. Thessicher kept staring at himcovertly, unable to believe that he was who
he sai d he was.

Thessi cher took us in, and his hospitality was up to standard t hough his neans were snall. But he
was unconfortable with us, he would rather not have had us. It was understandable; he risked the
confiscation of his property by sheltering us. Since he owed that property to Estraven, and m ght
by now have been as destitute as we if Estraven had not provided for him it seemed not unjust to
ask himto run sone risk in return. My friend, however, asked his help not in repaynent but as a
matter of friendship, counting not on Thessicher's obligation but on his affection. And indeed
Thessi cher thawed after his first alarmwas past, and with Karhidish volatility becane
denonstrative and nostalgic, recalling old days and ol d acquai ntances with Estraven beside the
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fire half the night. Wen Estraven asked himif he had any idea as to a hiding place, sone
deserted or isolated farmwhere a banished man might lie low for a nonth or two in hopes of a
revocation of his exile, Thessicher at once said, "Stay with ne."

Estraven's eyes |lit up at that, but he denurred; and agreeing that he m ght not be safe so near
Sassi noth, Thessicher promised to find hima hideout. It wouldn't be hard, he said, if Estraven
woul d take a fal se name and hire out as a cook or farnmhand, which would not be pl easant, perhaps,
but certainly better than returning to Orgoreyn. "Wat the devil would you do in Orgoreyn? \Wat
woul d you live on, eh?"

"On the Commensality,” said ny friend, with a trace of his otter's smle. "They provide all Units
with jobs, you know. No trouble. But 1'd rather be in Karhide... if you really think it could be
managed. . ."

We had kept the Chabe stove, the only thing of value left to us. It served us, one way or another
right to the end of our journey. The norning after our arrival at Thessicher's farm | took the
stove and skied into town. Estraven of course did not conme with me, but he had explained to ne
what to do, and it all went well. | sold the stove at the Town Commerce, then took the solid sum
of nmoney it had fetched up the hill to the little College of the Trades, where the radio station
was housed, and bought ten minutes of "private transmission to private reception.” Al stations
set aside a daily period of tinme for such shortwave transni ssions; as nost of themare sent by
merchants to their overseas agents or custoners in the Archipelago, Sith, or Perunter, the cost is
rat her high, but not unreasonable. Less, anyway, than the cost of a secondhand Chabe stove. My ten
mnutes were to be early in Third Hour, late afternoon. | did not want to be skiing back and forth
from Thessicher's farmall day Iong, so I hung around Sassinoth, and bought a | arge, good, cheap

I unch at one of the hot-shops. No doubt that Karhidish cooking was better than Orgota. As | ate,
remenbered Estraven's coment on that, when | had asked himif he hated Orgoreyn; | renenbered his
voi ce last night, saying with all nildness, "I'd rather be in Karhide..." And | wondered, not for
the first time, what patriotismis, what the I ove of country truly consists of, how that yearning
Il oyalty that had shaken ny friend s voice arises: and how so real a |ove can becone, too often, so
foolish and vile a bigotry. Were does it go wong?

After lunch | wandered about Sassinoth. The business of the town, the shops and markets and
streets, lively despite snowflurries and zero tenperature, seenmed |like a play, unreal

bewi | dering. | had not yet come altogether out of the solitude of the Ice. | was uneasy anong
strangers, and constantly m ssed Estraven's presence besi de ne.

I clinbed the steep snow packed street in dusk to the College and was adnitted and shown how to
operate the public-use transmtter. At the tine appointed | sent thewake signal to the relay
satellite which was in stationary orbit about 300 miles over South Karhide. It was there as

i nsurance for just a situation as this, when ny ansi ble was gone so that | could not ask AQlul to
signal the ship, and | had not tinme or equipnment to nmake direct contact with the ship in solar
orbit. The Sassinoth transmitter was nore than adequate, but as the satellite was not equipped to
respond except by sending to the ship, there was nothing to do but signal it and let it go at

that. I could not know if the nessage had been received and relayed to the ship. | did not knowif
I had done right to send it. | had cone to accept such uncertainties with a quiet heart.

It had come on to snow hard, and | had to spend the night in town, not knowi ng the roads well
enough to want to set off on themin the snow and dark. Having a bit of noney still, | inquired
for an inn, at which they insisted that | put up at the College; |I had dinner with a |ot of
cheerful students, and slept in one of the dornmitories. |I fell asleep with a pl easant sense of
security, an assurance of Karhide's extraordinary and unfailing kindness to the stranger. | had

| anded in the right country in the first place, and now | was back. So | fell asleep; but |I woke
up very early and set off for Thessicher's farm before breakfast, having spent an uneasy night

full of dreans and wakeni ngs.

The rising sun, small and cold in a bright sky, sent shadows westward from every break and hunmock
in the snow. The road lay all streaked with dark and bright. No one noved in all the snowy fields;
but away off on the road a small figure canme toward me with the flying, gliding gait of the skier
Long before | could see the face | knew it for Estraven

"What's up, Therenf"

"I'"ve got to get to the border," he said, not even stopping as we net. He was al ready out of
breath. | turned and we both went west, | hard put to keep up with him Were the road turned to
enter Sassinoth he left it, skiing out across the unfenced fields. W crossed the frozen Ey a mle
or so north of town. The banks were steep, and at the end of the clinmb we both had to stop and
rest. W were not in condition for this kind of race.

"What happened? Thessi cher-?"

"Yes. Heard himon his wirel ess set. At daybreak." Estraven's chest rose and fell in gasps as it
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had when he lay on the ice beside the blue crevasse. "Ti be nmust have a price on ny head."

"The dammed ungrateful traitor!" | said stanmering, not meaning Tibe but Thessicher, whose
betrayal was of a friend.

"He is that," said Estraven, "but | asked too nuch of him strained a small spirit too far

Li sten, Genry. Go back to Sassinoth."

"Il at |least see you over the border, Therem"

"There nmay be Orgota guards there."

“I"ll stay on this side. For God's sake-"

He snmled. Still breathing very hard, he got up and went on, and | went with him

We skied through small frosty woods and over the hillocks and fields of the disputed valley. There
was no hiding, no skulking. A sunlit sky, a white world, and we two strokes of shadow on it,

fl eeing. Uneven ground hid the border fromus till we were less than an eighth of a nmle fromit:
then we suddenly saw it plain, marked with a fence, only a couple of feet of the poles show ng
above the snow, the pole-tops painted red. There were no guards to be seen on the Orgota side. On
the near side there were ski-tracks, and, southward, several snall figures noving.

"There are guards on this side. You'll have to wait till dark, Therem"

"Tibe's Inspectors,"” he gasped bitterly, and swung asi de.

We shot back over the little rise we had just topped, and took the nearest cover. There we spent
the whol e long day, in a dell anong the thick-growi ng henmen trees, their reddi sh boughs bent | ow
around us by | oads of snow. W debated many plans of moving north or south along the border to get
out of this particularly troubled zone, of trying to get up into the hills east of Sassinoth, even
of going back up north into the enpty country, but each plan had to be vetoed. Estraven's presence
had been betrayed, and we could not travel in Karhide openly as we had been doing. Nor could we
travel secretly for any distance at all: we had no tent, no food, and not much strength. There was
nothing for it but the straight dash over the border, no way was open but one.

We huddl ed in the dark holl ow under dark trees, in the snow. W lay right together for warnth

Around m dday Estraven dozed off for a while, but | was too hungry and too cold for sleep; | |lay
there beside ny friend in a sort of stupor, trying to renenber the words he had quoted to ne
once: Two are one, life and death, lying together. ... It was a little |like being inside the tent

up on the Ice, but without shelter, wthout food, w thout rest: nothing left but our

conpani onshi p, and that soon to end.

The sky hazed over during the afternoon, and the tenperature began to drop. Even in the wi ndl ess
hollow it became too cold to sit nmotionless. W had to nove about, and still around sunset | was
taken by fits of shuddering |ike those |I had experienced in the prison-truck crossing O goreyn.
The darkness seened to take forever coming on. In the late blue twilight we left the dell and went
creepi ng behind trees and bushes over the hill till we could nmake out the |ine of the border-
fence, a fewdimdots along the pallid snow. No lights, nothing noving, no sound. Away off in the
sout hwest shone the yellow glimer of a small town, sone tiny Comensal Village of Orgoreyn, where
Estraven could go with his unacceptable identification papers and be assured at |east of a night's
| odging in the Comensal Jail or perhaps on the nearest Commensal Voluntary Farm All at once-
there, at that | ast nonent, no sooner-| realized what ny selfishness and Estraven's sil ence had

kept fromme, where he was going and what he was getting into. | said, "Theremwait-"

But he was off, downhill: a magnificent fast skier, and this tinme not hol ding back for ne. He shot
away on a long quick curving descent through the shadows over the snow. He ran from ne, and
straight into the guns of the border-guards. | think they shouted warnings or orders to halt, and

a light sprang up somewhere, but | amnot sure; in any case he did not stop, but flashed on
towards the fence, and they shot himdown before he reached it. They did not use the sonic
stunners but the foray gun, the ancient weapon that fires a set of netal fragnments in a burst.
They shot to kill him He was dying when | got to him sprawl ed and twi sted away fromhis skis
that stuck up out of the snow, his chest half shot away. | took his head in my arns and spoke to
him but he never answered ne; only in a way he answered ny love for him crying out through the
silent weck and tumult of his mnd as consciousness | apsed, in the unspoken tongue, once,
clearly, "Areck!" Then no nore. | held him crouching there in the snow, while he died. They |et
me do that. Then they made ne get up, and took nme off one way and himanother, | going to prison
and he into the dark.

20. A Fool's Errand

SOVEWHERE | Nt he notes Estraven wote during our trek across the Gobrin Ice he wonders why his
conpanion is ashaned to cry. | could have told himeven then that it was not shame so nuch as
fear. Now | went on through the Sinoth Valley, through the evening of his death, into the cold
country that |ies beyond fear. There | found you can weep all you like, but there's no good init.
| was taken back to Sassinoth and inprisoned, because | had been in the conpany of an outlaw and
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probably because they did not know what else to do with me. Fromthe start, even before officia
orders cane from Erhenrang, they treated me well. My Karhidish jail was a furnished roomin the
Tower of the Lords-Elect in Sassinoth; | had a fireplace, a radio, and five large neals daily. It
was not confortable. The bed was hard, the covers thin, the floor bare, the air cold-like any room
in Karhide. But they sent in a physician, in whose hands and voice was a nore enduring, a nore
profitable confort than any | ever found in Orgoreyn. After he came, | think the door was |eft

unl ocked. | recall it standing open, and nyself wishing it were shut, because of the chill draft
of air fromthe hall. But |I had not the strength, the courage, to get off my bed and shut ny

pri son door.

The physician, a grave, maternal young fellow, told ne with an air of peaceable certainty, "You
have been underfed and overtaxed for five or six nonths. You have spent yourself. There's nothing
nore to spend. Lie down, rest. Lie down like the rivers frozen in the valleys in winter. Lie
still. wait."

But when | slept | was always in the truck, huddling together with the others, all of us stinking,
shi vering, naked, squeezed together for warnth, all but one. One lay by hinself against the barred
door, the cold one, with a nmouth full of clotted blood. He was the traitor. He had gone on by

hi nsel f, deserting us, deserting nme. | would wake up full of rage, a feeble shaky rage that turned
into feeble tears

| must have been rather ill, for | remenber sonme of the effects of high fever, and the physician
stayed with ne one night or perhaps nore. | can't recall those nights, but do remenber saying to

him and hearing the querul ous keening note in my own voice, "He could have stopped. He saw the
guards. He ran right into the guns.™

The young physician said nothing for a while. "You're not saying that he killed hinsel f?"

" Per haps-"

"That's a bitter thing to say of a friend. And I will not believe it of Harth remir Estraven."

I had not had in mind when | spoke the contenptibility of suicide to these people. It is not to
them as to us, an option. It is the abdication fromoption, the act of betrayal itself. To a
Kar hi der readi ng our canons, the crinme of Judas lies not in his betrayal of Christ but in the act
that, sealing despair, denies the chance of forgiveness, change, life: his suicide. "Then you
don't call himEstraven the Traitor?"

"Nor ever did. There are many who never heeded the accusations against him M. A."

But | was unable to see any solace in that, and only cried out in the sane tornent, "Then why did

they shoot hin? Wiy is he dead?" To this he made no answer, there being none. | was never formally
interrogated. They asked how I had got out of Pulefen Farmand into Karhide, and they asked the
destination and intent of the code nmessage | had sent on their radio. | told them That

i nfornati on went straight to Erhenrang, to the king. The nmatter of the ship was apparently held
secret, but the news of ny escape froman Orgota prison, ny journey over the lce in winter, ny
presence in Sassinoth, was freely reported and di scussed. Estraven's part in this was not
mentioned on the radio, nor was his death. Yet it was known. Secrecy in Karhide is to an
extraordinary extent a matter of discretion, of an agreed, understood sil ence-an om ssion of
questions, yet not an om ssion of answers. The Bulletins spoke only of the Envoy M. A, but
everybody knew that it was Harth remir Estraven who had stolen ne fromthe hands of the Orgota
and come with nme over the Ice to Karhide to give the staring lie to the Commensals' tale of ny

sudden death from hormfever in Mshnory last autumm... Estraven had predicted the effects of ny
return fairly accurately; he had erred mainly in underestimating them Because of the alien who
lay ill, not acting, not caring, in a roomin Sassinoth, two governnents fell within ten days.

To say that an Orgota governnent fell neans, of course, only that one group of Commensal s replaced
anot her group of Commensals in the controlling offices of the Thirty-Three. Some shadows got
shorter and sonme |longer, as they say in Karhide. The Sarf faction that had sent nme off to Pul efen
hung on, despite the not unprecedented enmbarrassnment of being caught Iying, until Argaven's public
announcement of the inminent arrival of the Star Ship in Karhide. That day Cbsle's party, the Open
Trade faction, took over the presiding offices of the Thirty-Three. So | was of sone service to
themafter all.

In Karhide the fall of a governnment is nost likely to nmean the disgrace and replacenent of a Prine
M nister along with a reshuffling of the kyorreny; although assassination, abdication, and
insurrection are all frequent alternatives. Tibe made no effort to hang on. My current value in
the gane of international shifgrethor, plus nmy vindication (by inplication) of Estraven, gave ne
as it were a prestige-weight so clearly surpassing his, that he resigned, as | later |earned, even
before the Erhenrang Governnent knew that | had radioed to ny ship. He acted on the tip-off from
Thessicher, waited only until he got word of Estraven's death, and then resigned. He had his
defeat and his revenge for it all in one.
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Once Argaven was fully informed, he sent nme a summons, a request to cone at once to Erhenrang, and

along with it a liberal allowance for expenses. The City of Sassinoth with equal liberality sent
their young physician along with me, for I was not in very good shape yet. W nade the trip in
power sl edges. | renenber only parts of it; it was snooth and unhurried, with long halts waiting
for packers to clear the road, and long nights spent at inns. It could only have taken two or
three days, but it seenmed a long trip and I can't recall much of it till the nmonment when we cane
through the Northern Gates of Erhenrang into the deep streets full of snow and shadow.

I felt then that ny heart hardened somewhat and my nmind cleared. | had been all in pieces,

di sintegrated. Now, though tired fromthe easy journey, | found sone strength left whole in ne.
Strength of habit, nost likely, for here at last was a place | knew, a city |I had lived in, worked
in, for over a year. | knew the streets, the towers, the sonber courts and ways and facades of the
Pal ace. | knew nmy job here. Therefore for the first time it came plainly to nme that, ny friend
bei ng dead, | mnust acconplish the thing he died for. | must set the keystone in the arch

At the Pal ace gates the order was for me to proceed to one of the guest-houses within the Pal ace
walls. It was the Round-Tower Dwelling, which signaled a high degree of shifgrethor in the court:
not so nuch the king's favor, as his recognition of a status already high. Anbassadors from
friendly powers were usually | odged there. It was a good sign. To get to it, however, we had to
pass by the Corner Red Dwelling, and | |ooked in the narrow arched gateway at the bare tree over
the pool, gray with ice, and the house that still stood enpty.

At the door of the Round-Tower | was net by a person in white hieb and crinmson shirt, with a
silver chain over his shoul ders: Faxe, the Foreteller of Otherhord Fastness. At sight of his kind
and handsone face, the first known face that | had seen for many days, a rush of relief softened
my nood of strained resolution. Wen Faxe took my hands in the rare Karhidish greeting and

wel coned nme as his friend, | could nmake sonme response to his warnth

He had been sent to the kyorreny fromhis district, South Rer, early in the autumm. El ection of
counci |l -menbers fromthe I ndwellers of Handdara Fastnesses is not uncomon; it is however not
common for a Weaver to accept office, and | believe Faxe would have refused if he had not been
much concerned by Ti be's governnent and the direction in which it was |eading the country. So he
had taken off the Waver's gold chain and put on the councillor's silver one; and he had not spent
long in making his mark, for he had been since Thern a nenmber of the Hes-kyorremy or |nner
Council, which serves as counterweight to the Prime Mnister, and it was the king who had naned
himto that position. He was perhaps on his way up to the em nence from which Estraven, |ess than
a year ago, had fallen. Political careers in Karhide are abrupt, precipitous.

In the Round-Tower, a cold ponpous little house, Faxe and | tal ked at sone length before | had to
see anyone el se or nake any formal statenent or appearance. He asked with his clear gaze on ne,
"There is a ship coming, then, com ng down to earth: a larger ship than the one you cane to Horden
Island on, three years ago. |Is that right?"

"Yes. That is, | sent a nmessage that should prepare it to cone."

"When will it come?"

Wien | realized that | did not even know what day of the nmonth it was, | began to realize how
badly off I had in fact been, lately. | had to count back to the day before Estraven's death. Wen
| found that the ship, if it had been at m ni mum di stance, would already be in planetary orbit

awai ting some word fromme, | had anot her shock.

"I must communicate with the ship. They'll want instructions. Were does the king want themto
come down? It should be an uninhabited area, fairly large. |I nust get to a transmtter-"

Everyt hing was arranged expeditiously, with ease. The endl ess convol utions and frustrations of ny
previ ous dealings with the Erhenrang Governnent were nelted away |ike ice-pack in a flooding
river. The wheel turned... Next day | was to have an audi ence with the king.

It had taken Estraven six nonths to arrange ny first audience. It had taken the rest of his life
to arrange this second one.

I was too tired to be apprehensive, this time, and there were things on ny nind that outweighed
sel f-consci ousness. | went down the long red hall under the dusty banners and stood before the
dais with its three great hearths, where three bright fires cracked and sparkl ed. The king sat by
the central fireplace, hunched up on a carven stool by the table.

"Sit down, M. A."

| sat down across the hearth from Argaven, and saw his face in the |light of the flanes. He | ooked

unwel I, and old. He | ooked Iike a woman who has | ost her baby, Iike a man who has lost his son
"Well, M. A, so your ship's going to land."
"I't will land in Athten Fen, as you requested, sir. They should bring it down this evening at the

begi nning of Third Hour."
"What if they miss the place? WII they burn everything up?"
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"They' Il follow a radi o-beam straight in; that's all been arranged. They won't mss."

"And how many ofthem are there-eleven? |Is that right?"

"Yes. Not enough to be afraid of, nmy lord."

Argaven's hands twitched in an unfinished gesture. "I amno |longer afraid of you, M. A."
I"mglad of that."

"You' ve served ne well."

"But | am not your servant."

"I know it," he said indifferently. He stared at the fire, chewing the inside of his Iip.

"My ansible transnmitter is in the hands of the Sarf in Mshnory, presumably. However, when the
ship cones down it will have an ansible aboard. | will have thenceforth, if acceptable to you, the
position of Envoy Plenipotentiary of the Ekumen, and will be enpowered to discuss, and sign, a
treaty of alliance with Karhide. Al this can be confirmed with Hain and the various Stabilities
by ansible."

"Very well."

| said no nore, for he was not giving ne his whole attention. He noved a log in the fire with his
boot-toe, so that a fewred sparks crackled up fromit. "Wy the devil did he cheat nme?" he
demanded in his high strident voice, and for the first tine | ooked straight at ne.

"Who?" | said, sending back his stare.

"Estraven."

"He sawto it that you didn't cheat yourself. He got ne out of sight when you began to favor a
faction unfriendly to ne. He brought me back to you when ny return would in itself persuade you to
receive the Mssion of the Ekunen, and the credit for it."

"Way did he never say anything about this larger ship to ne?"

"Because he didn't know about it: | never spoke to anyone of it until | went to Orgoreyn."

"And a fine lot you chose to blab to there, you two. He tried to get the Orgota to receive your

M ssion. He was working with their Open Traders all along. You'll tell me that was not betrayal ?"

"It was not. He knew that, whichever nation first nade alliance with the Ekunmen, the other would

follow soon: as it will: as Sith and Perunter and the Archipelago will also follow, until you find

unity. He loved his country very dearly, sir, but he did not serve it, or you. He served the
master | serve."

"The Ekumen?" said Argaven, startl ed.

"No. Mankind."

As | spoke | did not know if what | said was true. True in part; an aspect of the truth. It would
be no less true to say that Estraven's acts had risen out of pure personal l|loyalty, a sense of
responsi bility and friendship towards one single human being, nyself. Nor would that be the whole
truth.

The king made no reply. His sonber, pouched, furrowed face was turned again to the fire.

"Way did you call to this ship of yours before you notified nme of your return to Karhide?"

"To force your hand, sir. A message to you would al so have reached Lord Ti be, who m ght have
handed ne over to the Orgota. O had ne shot. As he had nmy friend shot."

The ki ng said not hi ng.

"My own survival doesn't matter all that nuch, but | have and had then a duty towards Gethen and

the Ekumen, a task to fulfill. | signaled the ship first, to ensure nyself sonme chance of
fulfilling it. That was Estraven's counsel, and it was right."
"Well, it was not wong. At any rate they'll land here; we shall be the first... And they're al

like you, eh? Al perverts, always in kemmer? A queer lot to vie for the honor of receiving..

Tell Lord Gorchern, the chanberlain, how they expect to be received. See to it that there's no

of fense or omi ssion. They'll be lodged in the Pal ace, wherever you think suitable. | wish to show
t hem honor. You've done nme a couple of good turns, M. A. Mide liars of the Commensals, and then
fools."

"And presently allies, ny lord."

"l know " he said shrilly. "But Karhide first-Karhide first!"

| nodded.

After sonme silence, he said, "How was it, that pull across the |Ice?"

"Not easy."

"Estraven woul d be a good man to pull with, on a crazy trek like that. He was tough as iron. And
never lost his tenper. |I'msorry he's dead."

I found no reply.

"I'"ll receive your...countrymen in audi ence tonorrow afternoon at Second Hour. Is there nore needs
sayi ng now?"

"My lord, will you revoke the Order of Exile on Estraven, to clear his name?"
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"Not yet, M. Ai. Don't rush it. Anything nore?"

"No nore."

"Go on, then."

Even | betrayed him | had said | would not bring the ship down till his bani shment was ended, his
nane cleared. | could not throw away what he had died for, by insisting on the condition. It would

not bring himout of this exile.

The rest of that day went in arranging with Lord Gorchern and others for the reception and | odgi ng
of the ship's company. At Second Hour we set out by powersledge to Athten Fen, about thirty mles
northeast of Erhenrang. The landing site was at the near edge of the great desol ate region, a peat-
mar sh too boggy to be farnmed or settled, and nowin nmd-Irrema flat frozen waste nany feet deep
in snow. The radi o beacon had been functioning all day, and they had received confirmation signals
from the ship.

On the screens, coning in, the crew nmust have seen the terminator lying clear across the G eat
Continent along the border, from Guthen Bay to the Gulf of Charisune, and the peaks of the Kargav
still in sunlight, a chain of stars; for it was twilight when we, |ooking up, saw the one star
descendi ng.

She cane down in a roar and glory, and steamwent roaring up white as her stabilizers went down in
the great |ake of water and nud created by the retro; down underneath the bog there was pernmafrost
like granite, and she cane to rest bal anced neatly, and sat cooling over the quickly refreezing

| ake, a great, delicate fish balanced on its tail, dark silver in the twilight of Wnter.
Besi de me Faxe of Otherhord spoke for the first tine since the sound and splendor of the ship's
descent. "I'mglad | have lived to see this," he said. So Estraven had said when he | ooked at the

Ice, at death; so he should have said this night. To get away fromthe bitter regret that beset ne
| started to walk forward over the snow towards the ship. She was frosted already by the interhul
cool ants, and as | approached the high port slid open and the exitway was extruded, a gracefu
curve down onto the ice. The first off was Lang Heo Hew, unchanged, of course, precisely as | had
| ast seen her, three years ago in ny life and a couple of weeks in hers. She |ooked at nme, and at
Faxe, and at the others of the escort who had followed nme, and stopped at the foot of the ranp.
She said solemmly in Karhidish, "I have cone in friendship." To her eyes we were all aliens. | let
Faxe greet her first.

He indicated ne to her, and she came and took ny right hand in the fashion of ny people, |ooking
into ny face. "Ch Genly," she said, "I didn't know you!" It was strange to hear a woman's voi ce,
after so long. The others came out of the ship, on ny advice: evidence of any mistrust at this
point would humiliate the Karhidish escort, inpugning their shifgrethor. Qut they came, and net

the Karhiders with a beautiful courtesy. But they all |ooked strange to ne, nmen and wonen, well as
I knew them Their voices sounded strange: too deep, too shrill. They were like a troupe of great,
strange aninmals, of two different species: great apes with intelligent eyes, all of themin rut,
in kemrer... They took ny hand, touched nme, held ne.

I managed to keep nyself in control, and to tell Heo Hew and Tulier what they nobst urgently needed
to know about the situation they had entered, during the sledge-ride back to Erhenrang. Wen we

got to the Palace, however, | had to get to my roomat once.

The physician from Sassinoth cane in. His quiet voice and his face, a young, serious face, not a
man's face and not a wonman's, a hunman face, these were a relief to me, fanmliar, right... But he
said, after ordering ne to get to bed and dosing me with sone mld tranquilizer, "I've seen your

fell ow Envoys. This is a marvelous thing, the coning of nen fromthe stars. And in ny lifetine!l"
There again was the delight, the courage, that is nost admrable in the Karhidish spirit-and in
the human spirit-and though I could not share it with him to deny it would be a detestable act.
said, without sincerity, but with absolute truth, "It is a marvelous thing indeed for them as
well, the coning to a new world, a new nmankind."

At the end of that spring, late in Tuwa when the Thaw fl oods were goi ng down and travel was
possi bl e again, | took a vacation fromny little Enbassy in Erhenrang, and went east. My people
were spread out by now all over the planet. Since we had been authorized to use the aircars, Heo
Hew and three others had taken one and flown over to Sith and the Archipel ago, nations of the Sea
Hem sphere which | had entirely neglected. Ohers were in Orgoreyn, and two, reluctant, in
Perunter, where the Thaws do not even begin until Tuwa and everything refreezes (they say) a week
later. Tulier and Ke'sta were getting on very well in Erhenrang, and could handl e what night cone
up. Nothing was urgent. After all, a ship setting out at once fromthe cl osest of Wnter's new
allies could not arrive before seventeen years, planetary tinme, had passed. It is a margina
world, on the edge. Qut beyond it towards the South Orion Armno world has been found where nen
live. And it is a long way back fromWnter to the prine worlds of the Ekunen, the hearth-worlds
of our race: fifty years to Hain-Davenant, a nman's lifetime to Earth. No hurry.
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| crossed the Kargav, this tinme on | ower passes, on a road that w nds al ong above the coast of the

southern sea. | paid a visit to the first village | had stayed in, when the fishernen brought me
in fromHorden Island three years ago; the folk of that Hearth received nme, now as then, w thout
the | east surprise. | spent a week in the big port city Thather at the nouth of the River Ench

and then in early sumer started on foot into Kerm Land.

I wal ked east and south into the steep harsh country full of crags and green hills and great
rivers and | onely houses, till | cane to Icefoot Lake. Fromthe | akeshore | ooking up southward at
the hills | sawa light | knew the blink, the white suffusion of the sky, the glare of the
glacier lying high beyond. The Ice was there.

Estre was a very old place. Its Hearth and outbuildings were all of gray stone cut fromthe steep
nmount ai nside to which it clung. It was bleak, full of the sound of wi nd.

| knocked and t he door was opened. | said, "I ask the hospitality of the Domain. | was a friend of
Therem of Estre."

The one who opened to ne, a slight, grave-looking fellow of nineteen or twenty, accepted ny words
in silence and silently adnmitted ne to the Hearth. He took ne to the wash-house, the tiring-roons,
the great kitchen, and when he had seen to it that the stranger was clean, clothed, and fed, he
left nme to nyself in a bedroomthat | ooked down out of deep slit-w ndows over the gray |ake and
the gray thore-forests that |ie between Estre and Stok. It was a bleak |and, a bleak house. Fire
roared in the deep hearth, giving as always nore warnth for the eye and spirit than for the flesh
for the stone floor and walls, the w nd outside blow ng down off the nountains and the Ice, drank
up nost of the heat of the flames. But | did not feel the cold as | used to, ny first two years on
Wnter; | had lived long in a cold | and, now.

In an hour or so the boy (he had a girl's quick delicacy in his |ooks and novenents, but no girl
could keep so grima silence as he did) came to tell nme that the Lord of Estre would receive ne if
it pleased me to cone. | followed himdownstairs, through | ong corridors where sonme kind of gane
of hi de-and-seek was going on. Children shot by us, darted around us, little ones shrieking with
excitement, adol escents slipping |like shadows from door to door, hands over their nouths to keep

|l aughter still. One fat little thing of five or six caromed into ny |egs, then plunged and grabbed
my escort's hand for protection. "Sorve!" he squeaked, staring up wi de-eyed at ne all the tineg,
"Sorve, I'mgoing to hide in the brewery-!" Of he went |like a round pebble froma sling. The
young man Sorve, not at all disconposed, led ne on and brought me into the Inner Hearth to the
Lord of Estre.

Esvans Harth remir Estraven was an old man, past seventy, crippled by an arthritic di sease of the
hips. He sat erect in arolling-chair by the fire. H's face was broad, much blunted and worn down

by tine, like arock in atorrent: a calmface, terribly calm
"You are the Envoy, Genry A ?"
"1 am "

He | ooked at nme, and | at him Therem had been the son, child of the flesh, of this old lord.
Therem t he younger son; Arek the elder, that brother whose voice he had heard in m ne bespeaking
him both dead now. | could not see anything of nmy friend in that worn, calm hard old face that

met ny gaze. | found nothing there but the certainty, the sure fact of Therem s death.
I had cone on a fool's errand to Estre, hoping for solace. There was no sol ace; and why should a
pilgrimage to the place of nmy friend s childhood make any difference, fill any absence, soothe any

renorse? Not hing could be changed now. My coning to Estre had, however, another purpose, and this
I could acconmpli sh.

"l was with your son in the nonths before his death. I was with himwhen he died. |'ve brought you
the journals he kept. And if there's anything | can tell you of those days-"

No particul ar expression showed on the old man's face. That cal mess was not to be altered. But
the young one with a sudden novenent came out of the shadows into the |ight between the w ndow and
the fire, a bleak uneasy light, and he spoke harshly: "In Erhenrang they still call him Estraven
the Traitor."

The old lord | ooked at the boy, then at ne.

"This is Sorve Harth," he said, "heir of Estre, ny sons' son."

There is no ban on incest there, | knew it well enough. Only the strangeness of it, to nme a
Terran, and the strangeness of seeing the flash of my friend's spirit in this grim fierce,
provinci al boy, nade ne dunb for a while. Wien | spoke ny voice was unsteady. "The king wll
recant. Theremwas no traitor. What does it matter what fools call hinP"

The old lord nodded slowy, snmoothly. "It matters,"” he said.

"You crossed the Gobrin Ice together," Sorve demanded, "you and he?"

"W did."

"I should Iike to hear that tale, ny Lord Envoy," said old Esvans, very calm But the boy,
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Therem s son, said stammering, "WIIl you tell us how he died? WII you tell us about the other
wor| ds out anmpbng the stars- the other kinds of nen, the other lives?"

8...8...8

The Get heni an Cal endar and d ock

The Year.

Gethen's period of revolution is 8401 Terran Standard Hours, or .96 of the Terran Standard Year
The period of rotation is 23.08 Terran Standard Hours: the Gethenian year contains 364 days.

I n Karhi de/ Orgoreyn years are not nunbered consecutively froma base year forward to the present;
the base year is the current year. Every New Years Day (Getheny Thern) the year just past becones
the year "one-ago," and every past date is increased by one. The future is simlarly counted, next
year being the year "one-to-cone,” until it in turn becones the Year One.

The inconveni ence of this systemin record-keeping is palliated by various devices, for instance
reference to well-known events, reigns of kings, dynasties, local lords, etc. The Yomeshta count
in 144-year cycles fromthe Birth of Meshe (2202 years-ago, in Ekunenical Year 1492), and keep
ritual celebrations every twelfth year; but this systemis strictly cultic and is not officially
enpl oyed even by the governnment of Orgoreyn, which sponsors the Yonesh religion

The Mont h.

The period of revolution of Gethen's noon is 26 Gethenian days; the rotation is captured, so that
the nmoon presents the sane face to the planet al ways.

There are 14 nonths in the year, and as solar and |unar cal endars concur so closely that
adjustment is required only about once in 200 years, the days of the nonth are invariable, as are
the dates of the-phases of the mobon. The Karhi di sh names of the nonths:

* Wnter:

1. Thern

2. Thanern

3. Ni nmer

4. Anner

* Spring:

5 JIrrem

6. Moth

7. Tuwa

* Summer :

8. Gsne

9. Cckre

10. Kus

11. Hakanna

*  Aut um:

12. Cor

13. Susny

14. Grende

The 26-day nonth is divided into two hal fnonths of 13 days.
The Day.

The day (23.08 T.S.H.) is divided into 10 hours (see below); being invariable, the days of the
nmonth are generally referred to by name, |ike our days of the week, not by nunber. (Many of the

nanes refer to the phase of the noon,e.g. Getheny, "darkness," Arhad, "first crescent," etc. The
prefixod- used in the second halfnonth is a reversive, giving a contrary neani ng, so that
Qdget heny might be translated as "undarkness.") The Karhi di sh names of the days of the nonth:
* Cet heny

Sor dny

Eps

Ar had

Net her had

Streth

Ber ny

O ny

Har hahad

Guyr ny

Yr ny

Post he

Tor menbod

Qdget heny

L I T I R
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Qdsor dny

Qdeps

Qdar had

Onnet her had

Qdstreth

Oobber ny

Qdor ny

Qdhar hahad

CQdguyr ny

Qdyr ny

Qppost he

* Ot tormenbod

The How.

The deci mal clock used in all Gethenian cultures converts as follows, very roughly, to the Terran
doubl e-twel ve-hour clock (Note: This is a mere guide to the tinme of day inplied by a Gethenian
"Hour"; the conplexities of an exact conversion, given the fact that the Gethenian day contains
onIy 23.08 Terran Standard Hours, are irrelevant to nmy purpose):

First Hour noon to 2:30 p.m

Second Hour 2:30 to 5:00 p.m

Third Hour 5:00 to 7:00 p.m

Fourth Hour 7:00 to 9:30 p. m

Fifth Hour 9:30 to m dnight

Si xth Hour midnight to 2:30 a.m

Seventh Hour 2:30 to 5:00 a.m

Ei ghth Hour 5:00 to 7:00 a. m

Ninth Hour 7:00 to 9:30 a.m

Tenth Hour 9:30 to noon

L I . T R

L I TR T R
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